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A Scottish Bard, proud of the name, and 'whose 
highest ambition is to sing in his Countrt/s service^^ 
tohere shall he so properly looTcJbr patronage as to the 
iUuitriotis "names of his native land ; those ioho bear 
the honours and inherit the virtues of their ancestors f 
The Poetic Genius of my Country found me, as the 
prophetic bard Elijah did Elisha — at the plough ; 
and threu) her inspiring mantle over me. She bade me 
sing the loves, the joys, the rural scenes and rural 
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ABf sir ! 8 hetft-wann fbnd a^Bea ! 

Admiring Nature in her wildest grace 

Ae day as Death, that gmsome carl • 

Again rejoicing nature sees • 

Agun the silent wheels of time 

A guid New-year I wish thee, Maggie ! 

AH hail ! inexorable lord I 

Among the heathy hills and ragged woods 

Abim, thy charms my bosom fire ! 

As Mailk an' her lambs thegither 

A' ye who live by soups o* drink 

Ask why got made the gem so small 

As Aither Adam first was fooled 

Anld com*rad dear, and brither sinner 

Beauteous roso-bud, young and gay • 

Behind yon hills where Lugar flows . 

Below thir stanes lie Jamie's banes . 

Ceofte ye prudes, your envious raiUng 
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Gnn'd be the nuuit the poorest wretch in life 

Dear S ■, the sleest, paukie thief 

Dweller in yon dungeon dark • 

Bdina ! Scotia^t darling seat ! . 

Expect na. Sir, in this narration 

Fair fa' your honest, sonsie face 

For Lords or Kings I dinna mourn 

From thee, Eliza, I must go 

Grant me, indulgent Heaven, that I may live 

Green grow the rashes, O 

Guid*momin to your Majesty ! • 

Ha ! whare ye gaun, ye crowlin ferlie 

Hail Poesie ! thou Nymph revered ! . 

Has aulif K ■ seen the Deil ! . 

He who of Ranken sang, lies stiff and dead 

Hear, Land o* Cakes, and brither Scots 

Here sowter — — in death does sleep 

Here lies J— n B— y honest man , 

Here lies a mock Marquis, whose titles were shamm'd 

Here lies Johnny Pidgeon 

I am a keeper of the law . 

1 gat your letter, winsome Willie 

I lang hae thought, my youthfu* friend 

I murder, hate by field or flood . 

In politics, if thou would*st mix • 

I*m three times doubly o!er your debtor 

Inhuman man ! curse on thy barb*rou8 art 

I sing of a Whistle, a Whistle of worth 

I^mind it weel in early date • 

In Mauchline there dwells six proper young belles 

Instead of a song, boys, I'll give you a toast 

Is there a whim-inspired fool . 

It was upon a. Lammas night . 

Kemble, thou cur'st my unbeli^ 

Know thou, O stranger to the fame • 

Kilmarnock Wabsters, fidge an' claw 
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Idinent in rhymes lament in profee • 

liMnent him Mauchline huabandi a* • 

Ijrte crippl'd of an arm, and now a kg 

liet other poets raise a fracas • 

My lord, I know, your noble ear • 

If 7 lo¥*d, my honoured, mnch xespeetad firiend 

Mj canty, witty, rhyming ploughman 

Jif 7 bottle is my holy pool . • 

Ko churchman am I for to rail and to write 

Ifow nature hangs her mantle green 

Kcyw westlin winds and sUi^ht'riiig gona 

Oppress'd with grief, oppreis*d with eave 

O Death ! thou tytant fell and bloody I 

O raogfa, rude, ready-witty B 

O Thou dread PowV who reign'st above I 

O Thou Great Being, what thou art • 

O Thou pale orb, that silent shines • 

O Thou, the first, the greatest friend ! 

O Thou unknown. Almighty Cause • 

O Thou I whatever, title suit thee 

O ye wha are sae guid yoursel • • 

O ye whose cheek the tear of pity stains 

Oh ! had each Scot of ancient times 

O I happy hour for ever mair . 

O Gondie ! terror of the Whigs 

O ft* ye pious godly flocks 

O Death had*st thou but spared his life 

O thou whom poetry abhors 

One Queen Artemisa as old stories tell 

Once fondly lev*d, and still remembered dear 

Orthodox, orthodox, wha believe in John Knox 

Bight Sir ! your text I'll prove it true 

Sad thy tale, thou idle page 

Sir, as your mandate did request « 

Sic a reptile was Watt . . 

Some books are lies frae end to end . 



ttr 

11 



18f 

ate 



914 
194 



18t 
919 
199 
151 
15t 
199 
154 
149 
56 



945 

ao7 

308 
S18 
999 

300 
397 
300 
974 
989 

58 
951 
996 
398 

34 



XTID 



Page 



.•toj^ pMsenger ! my stoij't brief • 

4iNreet Floweret, pledge o' meikle iove 

9lie gloemy nigbt is gaUiering ifoet . • 

"fhe nuui, in Mfe» wherever placed 

IRte poor man weeps— here G ■ n Bjeepe 

9%e simple Bard, rov^^ at the rustic plough 

^9kt sun had closed the winter day • 

Ae wind blew hollow fi»e the hills • . 

Tlw wintry west extends his blast • • 

ne lamp of day» with ill-pMsaging glare • 

"The King's most hanriile servant, I . • 

The deil cam fiddlin tinough the town 

The DctU got nptiee that gvose was a^ying 

Hie greybeard old Wisdora^ taej bosMst of his trcasmres 

Tliere was three kings into the east • 

There's nought but care en every han* .• 

Thou whom chance may hither lead • 

Thou, who thy honour as thy God rever'st 

Thou's welcome wean, mishanter fii* me • 

*Twas in that place o' Scotland's isde . 

9pon a simmer Sunday mom . • • 

Vpon that ni^t, when furies light • 

We cam na here to view your warks 

Wee. modest, crimson-tipped flower . 

Wee, fdeekit, cow'rin, tim'rous beastie • 

When biting Boreas, fell and dourc • • 

When chapman biUies leave the street • 

When chill November's surly blast • 

When Guildfbrd good our pilot stood • • 

While briers an' woodbines budding green 

While new-ca*d key rout at the stake • 

While virgin spring, by Eden's flood . 

While winds firae aff Ben Lomond blaw • 

Whoe'er thou art, O reader, know • • 

Whoe'er he be that sojourns here 

Why am I loth to leave this earthly scene ! 
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Wbys ye teoftnts of the lake 

WlMt waefti' newt k this I hear 

What aiU ye now ye lousie 

When lyart leaTes bestrew the yird . 

With nnudng deq^ astcmishM stare 

Te Irish lords, ye knights a^* sqidres 

T^men of wit and wealth, why all thli iMeiinf 
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THE TWA DOG& 

A TALE. 

^TwAS in that place •' Scotland's isle. 
That bears the name o' Auld King Coilf 
Upon a bonnie day in June, 
When wearing thro' the aftern€K>n, 
Twa dogs that were na thrang at hame. 
Forgathered ance upon a time. 

The first 1*11 name, they ca'd him Casar^ 
Was keepit for his Honour's pleasure : 
His hair, his size, his mouth, his lugs, 
Shew'd he was nane o' Scotland's dogs ; 
But whalpit some place far abroad, 
Where sailors gang to fish for Cod. 

His- locked, lettered , braw brass collar 

ghew'd hiua the gentleman and scholsft ^ 
Vol. Ill* B 



•iftot tho* he wai o* high degree. 
The fient a pride na pride had he ; 
But wad hae spent an hour caressin, 
Ev'n with a tinkier*gip6y*s meRsin. 
At kirk or market^ mill or smiddie, 
Nae tawted tyke, tho' e'er sae duddie. 
But he wad stan't, as glad to see him, 
And stroan't on stanes an* hillocks wi' hinu 

* 

The tither was a ploughman's collie^ 
A rhyming, ranting, raving billie, 
Wha for his friend an' comrade had him, 
And in his freaks had Luath ca'd him, 
After some dog in Highland sang,* 
M^as made lang syne — Lord knows how lanjj^* 

He was a gash an' faithful tyke, 
As ever lap a sheugh or dyke. 
His honest, sonsie, baws'nt face, 
Ay gat him friends in ilka place. 
His breast was white, his towzie back^ 
Weel clad wi' coat o' glossy black ; 
His gawcie tail, wi* upward curl. 
Hung o'er his hurdies wi' a swirl, 

Nae doubt but they were fain o' ither, 
An' unco pack an' thick thegither ; 
Wi' social nose whyles snufF'd and snowkit I 
Why les mice an' moudieworts they ho>*kit; 

* CttchuUin*& dog, in Ossian's PingaL. 



Whyle;^ sc&uf'd awa in lang exonrtiofti 
An* woiry'd ither in diyersion ; 
Until wi* daffin weary grown, 
Upon a know^ they sac them down, 
And there began a lang digression, 
About the lords o the creation. 

I've aflen wonder'd, honest Luaih^ 
What sort o' life poor dogs like you have ; 
An' when the gentry'^ life I saw. 
What way poor bodies liv'd ava. 

Our Laird gets in his racked rents. 
His coals; his kain, and a' bis stents : 
He rises when he likes hinic>el ; 
His flunkies answer at the bell ; 
He ca's his coach, he ca*«4iis horse; 
He draws a bonnie silken purse 
As lang*s my tail, wiiare thro* the steeks. 
The yellow lettered Geordie keeks. 

Frae morn to e'en it's nought but toilingy 
At baking, roasting, frying, boiling ; 
An' the' the gentry first are stechin, 
Yet ev'n the ha' folk fill their pechan 
Wi' sauce, ragouts, and sic like trashtri^ 
That's little short o' downright wastrie.^ 
Our Whipper-in, wee blastit wonner, 
poor worthless elf, it eats a dinner, 
Better than ony tenant man 
His Honour has in a' the lan'j; 



JSxC what poor coufoik fnt their pais^ \at^ 
:I own it*s past my <20flQpi^heii6ii>ii. 

Trowth, CaB«ttr, #hyk& they're &^*t enoughf; 
ik cottar howkin in»sh<eug^, 
Wi' dirty stands biggin a dyke, 
Baring a quarry, and «it like, 
Himself, a wife, he thus sustain^, 
A smytrie. o* wee 4«Kktie weans, 
An* nought but h*« ban' darg, to keep 
Them right and tight in thack an- rape;. 

An' when they m^et wi* sair diBasters^ 
Like loss o' health, oir want o' masters,: 
Ye maist wad think, a wee touch kmger. 
An' they maun starve o' cauld vfsj^ hunger »( 
But, how it ccHnefi, I never kenn'd it. 
They're maistly wopderfu* content<?d ; 
An' buir^y chiels, iin' clever hiazies. 
Are bred in sic a way as this is. 

But then toi see how ye're neglcckit^ 
How huff'd, .aifbd euff'd^ and disrespeckit t 
L — d, man, Qur gentry care as Ifltfe 
For delvenS) ditchers, an' sic cattle ; 
They gang a»^ saucy by poor fo'k. 
As I wad by a stinking brock. 

I've notic'd, on our Lair-d's court-day^ 
An' mony a time my heart's beeu/wae,. 



Poor tenant bodies, MC%nt 6* cash^ 
Hove they maan thole a factor « snarfi ; 
He'll stamp an' threaten, curse an' swear. 
He'll appreh«fkd tUem, fpoimd their gear ; 
While they maua ttain*, wV aspect huinbte^ 
An' hear it a*, an' fear an, treoible i 

I see how folk itve that hao riches ; 
But surely poor io^ maun be wretches I 

They're nae sae wrctdied*8 ane wad think i 
The' constantly on poortith's brink : 
They're sae acpustora'd wF. the sight. 
The view o*t gies them little fright. 

Then chalice an' fiartune are 49ae guided^ 
They're ay m less or malr provided ; 
An' tho' tktigu'd wi' close employment} 
A blink o' rest's a sweet -eajo^meat. 

The dearest comfort o' their liv^s, 
Their grushie ireans an' laithfa' wives ; 
The prattling tbisgs are just their pride, 
That sweetens a' their fir^e-side*' 

An' whyles twal^nnie worth o' nappy 
Can mak thc'b^ies «nco happy ; 
They lay aside tfceir private cares, 
To mind the Jttirktttid ^tute afi^irs : 
They'll talk-o'' patronage and pvie^s, 
Wi' kindling fury in their breasts, 
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Or tell what new taxation's comii> 
An* ferlie at the folk, in Zon'ow. 

As hleak«fac*d Hallowmass returns^ 
They get the joirial, ranting kirns, 
When rural life, o' every station, 
Unite in common recreation ; 
Love blinks, Wit slaps, an' social Mirth, 
Forgets there's Care upo' the earth. 

That merry day the year begins j. 
They by the door on frosty winds ; 
The nappy reeks wi' mantling ream. 
An' sheds a heart-inspiring steam ; 
The luntin pipe an' sneeshin mill. 
Are handed round wi' right guid will ; 
The cantie auld folkf crackin crouse. 
The young anes rantin thro' the house^-^ 
My heart has been sae fain to see them^ 
That I for joy hae barkit wi' them^ 

Still it's owre true that ye hae said,. 
Sic game is now owre aften play'd. 
There's monie. a creditable stock 
O' decent, honest, fawsont fo'k, 
Are riven out baith root and branch, 
Some rascal's pridefu' greed ta quench,, 
Wha thinks to knit himsel the faster 
In favour wi' some gentle master, 
Wha* aiblins, thrang a parliainQtitin, 
For Britain's, guid his saul indentin-f^ 



CiBSAR. 

Haith, lad, ye little ken about it ; 
For Britain s guid! — ^guid faith, I doubt.it !- 
Say rather, gaun as Premiers lead liiin^ 
An' saying ai^e or yuis they bid liiin :. 
At operas an' plays parading^ 
Mortgaging, gambling, masquerading; 
Or may be, in a frolic daft, 
To Hague or Calais takes a waft, 
To make a tour, and tak a whirls 
To learn bon ton an* see the worl'. 

There, at Vienna qv Versailles f. 
He rives his father's auld entails !- 
Or by Madrid he takes the rout^. 
To thrum guitars, and fecht wi' nowt ; 
Or down Italian vista, startles, 
Wh-re-hunting among grov^ o* niyrtlea : 
Then bouses druml;^' German water,. 
To mak himsel look fair and fatter. 
An' clear the consequential sorrpws, 
L«ove-gifts of Carnival signoras. 
.For Britain s guid I — for her destruction"^ 
Wi' dissipation, feud, an' faction. 

LUATII. 

Hech man! dear sirs ! is that the gale 
They waste sae mony a braw estate ! 
Are we sae foughten an' harass'd 
For gear to gang that gate at last 1 
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O would they stay -aback Icae courts. 
An' please themselves wi' countra sports^ 
It wad for every ane be better. 
The Laird, the Tenant, «n' th^ Cotter f 
For thae frank, rantin, ramblin billies, 
Fient haet o* them's ill-hearted fellows ; 
Except for breaking o'er their timmer,. 
Or speakin lightly o' their Hmmer, 
Or shootin o' a hare or moor-cock, 
The ne'er a bit they're ill to poor f^l&i.. 

But will ye tell me, Master Ccesavy. 
Sure great folk's lilt's aJife o' pleasure! 
Nae cauld or hunger e'er can steer them, 
The vera thought o't need na fear them. 

L — d,: man, wserc y« but whyles^ whare I am,. 
The gentles ye wad ne'er env^ 'em. 

It's true, they iie^d nci'Storve or sweat> 
Thro' winter's cauld,. or simmer's heat ;. 
They've nae sair wark to craze their banes. 
An' fill auld age with grips an' granes : 
But human bodies are sic fools, 
For a' their colleges and schools. 
That when nae real ills perplex them. 
They mak enow themsels to vex them ; 
An' ay the less they hae to start them,^ 
In like proportion less will hurt litem; 
A country fellow at the plough, 
liis acres till'd, he's right enough; 



m 

A country ,girt-^tjhff>ihfj(sit. 

Her dizzens doa«^^e>;pB(q»:f¥»eJ ?,,...!> ., . 

Bat Geqftl(a9|6||»yrip' JUldi^ WQfffty ,. 

They loiter, lou,^^g^.i%i>I^ m' bzy^^ 
Tho' deil haet ^^;t)^Qfpi y^ naeaay 4 , .^ 
Their days insipid, dull, an* tasteless ; 
Their nights unquiet, lang, an* restless ; 
An' ey*n their sports, their balls, an' raCQj^ 
Their galloping through public places^ 
There's sic parade, sic pomp, an art, 
The joy can scarcelj^ reaiph the heart* . 
The men cast oUt Jo ]wri^ mslches, , 
Then sowther a' in 3m|> debauches : 
Ae night they're mad irT Armk'and wh — ^ringy 
Niest day their fife k past enduring. 
The ladies arm»in*a£tti in chaiters, 
As great and gi^oas a* as sisters ; 
But hear their 4tbaet2t thoughts o* ither, 
They're a' run'4eUs an' jadi thegither. 
Whyles, o'er the -wee bit cup an' platie. 
They sip the scandal potion pretty ; 
Or lee-lang nights, wi' crabbit leuks 
Pore o'er the devil's pictured beuks ; 
Stake on a chance a farmer's stackyard^ 
An' cheat like onie unhang'd blackguard. 

There's some exception, man an' woman ^^ ; 
But this is Gentry's life in common. 

By this, the sun was out o' sight. 
An' darker gloaming brought the night i- : 
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The Gum-clock hunm^d m' l«i; drooe;- 
The kjre stood rowtiB i' the loan ; 
When up they gat) Btid riiook their lugs^.'- 
Sejoic'd they were oatMm, but i^«,- ' 
An' each todk aff his Kv*Tal w^, 
fieaolv'd to meet aooie ither-dBy.; 




It 

' Scotch drink. 



€rie him ttnmg drink, untii hi »ifilv. 

Thafs tinking Ift despair ; 
An'UfMorguidftoJInhUUtadi 

Thtfi9fre§i wi? grirfam* earcf 
There let him bouse, an' deep carout^y « 

Wi* humpertfiomin o'er, 
TiU htfirgeU hit loves or debts, 

AfC mindt hie gri^ no more. 

SoLOMoy'8 PmoTSUfy zzzL 6^ 4^ 



I«ET Other Poets raiie a fracas, 

"Bout vineSy an' wines, and drunken Bacchui^ 

An' crabbit names an' stories wrack us, 

An' grate our lug, 
I sing the juico' Scoli hear can mak us, 

in glass or j^ug. 

O thou; my Muse! guid'auld Scotch Drink ^^ 
Whether thro' wimpUng worms thou jink. 
Or, richly brown, ream o'er the brink^ 

In glorious faem. 
Inspire me, till I lisp and wink, 

To sing thy name ! 

Let husky Wheat the haughs adom^ 
An' Aits set up their awnie horn. 
An' Pease and Beans at e'en or morn, 

Perfume the plain,* 
I«eeze me on thee, John Barleycorn^ 

Thou king o' grai^ft 



6^ tfiee aft fiTeoCland cbows ber cood^ 
Ha. souple scones, the wale o' food ! 
Or tumblin in the boiling flood 

Wi' kail an' beef; 
But when thou poars tliy strong heart's bloodj. 

'There ^lou shines chief*. 

Food fills the wame^ an' keeps us liTin ; 
Tho' life's a gift no worth receiving 
Wiien heavy dragged wi' pine an' grierin ; 

B«ty e^'d by thee, 
The wheels o* life gae down-hill, scrievit^ 

Wi* rattlin glee. 

lliou clears the head a' doited Lear ; 
Thou cheers the heart o* drooping Care ; 
Thou strings theyaerrea o' Labour saif, 

At*s weary toil ; 
Thou eren brightens dark Despair, 

Wi* gloomy smile^ 

Aft, clad in mossiy silver weed, 
Wi* Gentles thou erects thy head ; 
Yet humbly kind in time o* need, 

The poor man's wine, 
His wee dri^p parritch, or his bread. 

Thou kitchens fine. 

Thou art the life o' public haunts ; 
But thee, what were oar fairs and rants ?^ 
Ev'n godJy meetings o* the saunte. 

By tbee inspir*d, 



When gqpbg thtfgr !b€iitge ^ (Mli^ 

That meiny sight 'vvv get the corn in^ 
O sweetly then Ihou raentt the hem4tti 
Or reekm oiia !ff cw »y ea r nerning 

In cog or bicker, 
An' just a w«e drftp sp'ritiuil burn m, 

Aa* giupty 8u«ker1 

When Vukaa gteH'fais beiiows breath. 
An' ploughmen gaUier wr their ^mih)^ ■ ^• 

Q rare ! to tee thee fizz an' freath, 

I' th' lugget caup ! 
Then Bttmewm* comet on Idee dea^ 

AXi er ry cfiaup* 

Nae mercy, then, for aim or steel ; 
The brawnie, bainte, ploughman chief,. 
Brings hard owrehip, wi' sturdy wheel, 

The strong forehammerir 
Till block an' vtuddie ring and reel 

Wf dinsome clamour. 

• 

When skirlin weanles see the light. 
Thou maks the gossips clatter bright, 
How fumblin cuifs their dearies slight; 

Wae worth the name ! 
Nae howdie gets a social night, 

Or plack frae them. 

I ^* , I ■ : ^ . . • : : L. , ■ ■ ^ 

* Burnewlfi'^^tirut'tliC'mnd't^lie blacksmith— an appro- 
jj^rtate titles K^ 



Vfhen neebora imger at a pUa,-^. : . 
An' jjiist as wad as wud can be. 
How easy can the barlet^bree 

Cement the quarrel I. 
It's ije the .cheapest lawyer's fee. 

To taste the barrel. 

Alake ! tliat e*er my Muse has reason: 
To wy te her countrymen wi' treason ! 
Bat monie daily weet their weason 

Wi' liquors nice, 
4in' hardly, in a winter's season, 

B'er spier her price. 

Wae worth that hrandi/, bummg trash 1; 
Fell source o' monie a pain an' brash ! 
Twins monie a poor, doylt, drunken hash. . 

O' half his d^ys ; 
4Ln' sends,^ beside, auld Scotland's cash 

To her warst faes. 

Ye Scots, wha wish auld Scotland well! 

Ye chief, to you my tale I tell, 

Poor plackless devils lijce mysel ! 

It sets you ill, 

Wi* bitter, dearthfu' wines to mell,_. 

Or foreign gill. 

May gravels round his blather wrench,-. 
An' gouts torment him inch by inch, 
W5ia twists his gruntle wi' a glunch 

O' sour disdain^ 



Out owre a glaui cS.tJkisk^ puhd^ 

Wi' honest men* 



\y: 



O Whisky ! soul o' plays an' pranks ! 
Accept a Bardie's humble thanks ! 
When iraiiting thee, what tunchwB cranka 

Are m; poor verses i 
Thou comes ■ ■ t hey rattle i* their ranka^ 

At ither's a*»»s I 

Thee, Ferihtosht O sadly lost I 
Scotland lament frae coast to coadtf 
Now colic grips, an' barkln hoast, 

May kill us a' ; 
j^or loyal Forbes' charter'd boast 

Is ta'en awa 1 

Thae curst horse-leeches o* th' Excise,. 
Wha mak the Whisky Stells their prize ! 
Haud up thy han', Deil I ance, twice, thrice T 

There, seize the blinkers !. 
An' bake them up in brunstane pies 

For poor d — ^n'd drinkers^ 

Fortune f if thoull but gie me still 
Hale breeks, a scone, an' Whisky gUl^ 
An' rowth o' rhyme to rave at will, 

Tak' a' the rest, 

Aa^ deal't about as thy blind skill 

Directs thee best» 



1 
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EARNEST CRY AND PRAYER* 



r • 



TO JJS» 



* 



LI. i taiil.,' .^i- t 



ImOTS^U jREPllSBCXTillTnrBii ^ -■■•''^'^ 



: . . . . / . .1 ' • - 



-> ». 



JfOUSjE^q^ COMMONS. 



Dearest ^.DipWlatkm ! hst •mi bcs t > >> » » 

. -J . . - » • 

I ■ ■■ ■■ I How art thou lost /■■ 



pABDiyr OK KtiLToi^ 



Ye Irish Lords, ye Knights an' Squires, 
Wha represent our brughs an' shires, 
An' doacely manage our affairs 

'■ ' In parliament, 
To jon a simple Poet's prayers 

Are humbly sent. 



r>i 



Alas 1 my f crupet Mase ife liearse ! 
Your Honour's heart wi' grief 'twad pieree, 
To see her sittin on h^r a— 

Low i'tJie flust, 
An' scriechin DUt prosaic verse, 

An' Irke to brust ! 

■ ■■■■ ■ ■ I ■ <■ !■■< ■■ if iM < ■ »■ V mmmt't <*i 4 a o ^irf 4t i ^ ■■ 

* This was Jtzittfea bkfoft 'l^tf net ancnt the Scotch Dix. 
tilleries, of session 1 786 ; for which Scotlond and the Author 
return their most grateful thanks.- 
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TeU them wl» hae the diief .diieotki^ 
Scotland an' me*9 m greit afiiciion, 
£'er fan* they laid that curst restriction 

-Ob Ajuaviiiati 
An* rouse them up to atrong -eonrictioii^ 
• An ■ move tfccir pity# 

Stand forth, an'tdl jron Ptemier Ytndf^ 
The htfoest, open, naked truth : 
Tell him o' mine an' Scotland's drouth. 

His servants humble i 
The muckle devil blaw ye south, 

If ye dissemble ! 

Does ony great man glunch an' gloom^? 
Speak out, an' never fash your thumb ! 
Let posts an' pensions sink or soom 

Wi' them wha grant 'em.: 
If honestly they canna come, 

Ear better want 'em. 

In gathVin^ votes you were na slack ^ 
Now stand as tightly by your tack ; 
Ne'er claw your lug, an' fidge yxmr back. 

An' hum an* haw ; 
Bat raise your arm, an' tell your crack 

Before them a'. 

Paint Scotland greeting owre her tlu*issle ; 
Her mutchkin stoup as toom's a whissle ; 
An' d-mn'd Excisemen in a buasie. 
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Triumphant crushin't like a mussel 

Or lampit shell. 

Then on the tither hand present her, 
A blackguard Smuggler right behint heri^ 
An cheek-fpr-chow, a chuffie Vintner, 

CoUeaguing join, 
Picking her pouch as bare as winter 

Of a' kind coin. « 

Is there, that bears, the name o' Scoit 
But feels his heart's bluid rising hot> 
To see his poor auld JMither's pot 

Thus dung in stavesi,^ 
An* plundered o' her hindmost groat 

By gallows knaves? 

Alas ! I'm but a nameless wight,,. 
Trode i' the mire out o^ sight ! 
But could I lik^ Montgomeries figirt, 

Or gab like Bostoell, 
There's some sark-necks I wad draw tighf, 

An' tie some hose well. 

God bless your Honours, can ye see*t, 
The kind, auld, cantie Carlin greet. 
An* no get warmly to your feet. 

An* gar them hear it^ 
An* tell them wi* a patriot heat. 

Ye wiima bear it ? 

Some o* you nicely ken the laws^ 
To round the period an* pause^. 
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jf^n' wi' rhetoric clause on clause 

Ta xnak haraDgues ; 

Then echo thro' Saint Stephen's wa's 

Auld Scotland's wrangs.. 

Dempster, a true blue Scot I'se waxraaj. 
Thee, aith-detesting, chaste KUkerran ;* 
An' that glib-gabbet Highland Baron, 

The Laird a' Graham :\ 
An' ane, a chap that's damn'd auldfarraOj 

Dundas hia name. 

Erskine, a sponkie Norland billie ; 
True CampbelU, Frederick^ an' Ilai/ ; 
An' Livingstone, the bauld Sir fVillie i 

An' monie itbers, 
Whom- auld Demosthenes or Tujiy 

Might own for brithers^ 

Arouse, my boys ! exert your mettle^ 
To get auld Scotland back her kettle ; 
Oftaith ! 1*11 wad my new pleugh-pettle^ 

Ye'll see't or lang, 
She'll teach you, wi* a reekin whittle, 

Anither sang.. 

This while she's been in crankous moo^ 
Her lost Militia fir'd her bluid : 
(Deil na they never mair do guid, 

Play'd her that pliskie !) 



* Sfaf Adam Ferguson. £• 

% The pretent Duke of Montrote. £» 



fiti 

An^ now she's like to sin Ted-fwiid . i 

jj^bout bar Whisky. 

An' Lwd^ if au^ee 4hcy ^pit her tiirt. 
Her tartan petticoat shell kilt, 
An* dunk an* pidtol at her belt, 

1%e'H tak the streeti^ 
An* rin her whittle to l9ie hilt, 

r th* first 1^ ineets ! 

• • • • rf ■ , 

For G-d sake, Sirs ! then speak her fair. 
An* straik her cannie wi* the hair. 
An' to the nruckle hoase repair, 

Wi* instant speed. 
An' strive "m' a' your wit and lear * ' 

To get remead. 

Yon ill-tongu*d tinkler Charlie Fox^ 
May taunt you wi' his jeers sjn' mocks ; 
But gie him't het, my hearty cocks ! . 

E'en cowe the caddie I . ^ 
An' send him to his dicin^-box 

An' sportin lady. . 

Tell yon guid bluld o' auld 6oconnoch^s 
I'll be his debt twa mashlum bannocks. 
An' drink his health in auld Nanse TinuocJcs^ • , 

Ninp Jtimes a' week . , 






•* A -worthy xM Hostess o£ tha Aiithorta Jn J>£fla<cftfi/»g wjbtfire 
he sometimes studies Politics over ar^^aas tH gmflaufci Scotch 



If he some scheiM^ like tea to' winnocls, 

Wad kindly seek. 

Could he some commuMion broach, 
I'll pledge my aith in guid braid Scotch, 
He need na fear thoir foul reproach 

Nor ^ttditioBy 
ITon mixtie-maxtie queer hotch-potch^ 

The Coalition, 

Auld Scotlaiad has a rauele tongue ; 
She's just a devil wi' a rung ; 
An' if she promise auld or j^ung 

To tak, their part, 
The' by the neck she should be strung. 

She'll no. desert. 

An' now' ye chosen Five^and^Fortyy 
May still your Mlther's heart support ye 
Then, tho' a Minister grow dorty, 

An' kick your place, 
Ye'U snap your fingers, poor and hearty, 

Before his face. 

God bless your Honours a* your days, 
Wi' sowps o' k^ail and brats o' .claise, 
In spite o' a* the thievish kaes, - 

That haunt St Jamie^sl 
'Your humble Poet sings and prays 

While i^a^.his name is* 



• • ^ ; 



POSTSCRIPT. • 

Let half-starv'd slaves, in warmer ski^s 
See future wines, rich clusf'ring, rise ; 
Their lot auld Scotland ne'er envies ; 

■ But blithe and frisky, 
45he eyes her'freebom, martial boys, 

Tak aff their Whisky, 

What tho' their Phcebus kinder warms, 
While fragrance blooms and beauty charms { 
When wretches range, In fkmiisih'd swarms. 

The scented groves. 
Or hounded forth, dishonour arm^ 

In hungry droves. 

Their gun's a burden on their shouther ; 
They downa bide the stink o' powther; 
Their bauldest thought's a hank'ring swither 

To Stan* or rin, 
Till skelp — a shot — they're aff, a throwther, 

To save their skin. 

But bring a Scotsman frae his hill, 
Clap in his cheek a Highland gill, 
Say, such is royal George*s will. 

An* there's the foe, 
He has nae thought but how to kill. 

Twa at a blow. 

Nae cauld, faint-hearted doubtings tease him; 
Death comes, wi' fearless tye he sees him ; 



Wr bluidy land. ft welcome gies bim ; 

An* when he fa's, 
IGs latest draught o* breathin lea'es him 

In faint huzzas. 

Sages their solemn een may steek. 
An' raise a philosophic reek^ 
An' physically causes seek^ 

In clime and season ; 
But tell me' WhfsJcys name in Greek, 

I'll tell the reason. 

Scotland^ my auld, respected Mither \ 
Tho* whiles ye moistify your leather, 
Till whare ye sit, on craps p' heather. 

Ye tine your dam ;. 
(Freedom and Whiiky gang thi githerl) 

Tak aff your dram ! 




TOE ilOtY l^ATfii* 



iMMtMIMW 



Ji robe cfteetfAng-inttk ttftd trust 
Hid crafty Observation ,• 

The dirk qf'Sk^fneUoni 
A mask that like th^ gor^t 4Jw»*i. 

Difp-varyimg on tJ^ pigton ,- 
And for a mantle large and Iroad^ _ . 

ite wrapt him in Religion. 

HrPOCaiST A-LA-HOXnCa 



*i?= 



' I. 



Upon' d simmef Stmday mt^rn, 

Wheit "Nature's face is fair, 
I walked forth to vfew the Corn, 

An' snuff the' callef air. 
The rising sun owre Galston muirs, 

Wi* glorious light was glintin ; 
The hares were hirplin down the furs, 

f 

The JavVock« they were chantin 

Fu* sweet that day* 

11. 

As lightsomely I glowr'd abroad, 

To see a scene sae gay, 
Three Hizzies, earljr at the road, 

Cam skelpin up the way : 

• Holy Fair is a common phrase in the West of ScoUiini f«96 
a sacitimental occasion. 



Twa had mantieeleg o* 4olefu' Uaok, 
B.u^tiaiie,«(r lyart Ibing ; 

The third, that gaed a-wee a*-back| 
Wa/^ ^ the fashion shining/ . 
r.i. Fu; gajr Oiat day. 



• / 



IIL 

The twa iq[>pear*d like sisters twin, 

la feature, form, an' claes ! 
Their visage wither'd, lang, an' thin. 

An' sour 9s ony slaes ; 
Tfa& thirfl cam up, hap-step-an'-loapi 

As liglit as ony lambie, 
An' wi' a curchie low did stoop, 

As soon as e'er she saw me. 

Fu' kind that day. 

IV. 

Wi' bonnet aff, quoth I, < Sweet lass, 
^ I think ye seem to ken mc ; 

* I'm sure I've seen that bonnic face, 

* But yet I canna name ye.' 
Quo' she, an' laughin as she spak, 

An taks ro^ by the hands, 

* Ye, for my sake, hae -i'cn the feck 

* Of a' the ten commands 

* A screed some day, 

V. 

* My name is Fun — ^your cronie dear, 

* The n^earest friend ye hae ; . , 
< An' this is- Supersfition here, 

r«ii. III. c 



1^ 

* Vm gaun to -•♦♦»*^**^* Wd?V 'A/r, 

< To spend aii*fi<ytrr;ln'tfefen : *• * i 
<Gm ye'll^o there y6ix rmi?Kl«cf jkA^, 

* We ^ii get'feinlrdiis laughin 

* J^t them this day/ 

Quoth I/^Vith^^ my liei.t^rndci't: 

* I'll get iny Sahday's saik on, 

< An* ipeet yoii on the holy iBp6t ; '^ * 

* Faith if eVei jfie fiiie reinarkiri 1' * 
Then I gaed haxne at crowdie-time 

AnVkSOon I made, rae j^didy ; ' ' 
For roads were cl^d frae i&id6 V& sidie^ 
Wi* rabnie a wieary body, 

In .droves that day. 

Vll. 

Here farmers ga^h, in rldin graifh 

Gaed hoddin by their cotters ; 
There, swankies young, in biraw braid-clai 

Are springin o*er the gutters. 
The lasses, skelpin ba1*efit, thrang, 

In silks an* scarlets glitter ; 
Wi* s'vceet'milk cheese, in monie a whang. 

An* Jarls bak'd wi' butter, 

Fu* crump that day. 



VIII. 

When by the plate we set our nose, 
"VVeel heaped up wi* ha'ptnce, 




A gretfdy glowr Black Bonnet throifs, 
AJp' we xpaun draw our tippence. 

Then in we go to see the show, 
On ev'ry side they^re gatherin, 

jSpipe carrying dales, some chairs an' stools, 
An' seme ^e busy blethrin. 

Bight loud that day. 

IX. 
Here stands a shed to fend tlie show'rs, 

An' screen our countra Gentry, 
Hiere, racer Jess, an' twa-three wh-re% 

Are bltnkin' at the entry. 
Here sits a raw of tlttlin jades, 

Wi' heavin breast and bare neck. 
An' there a batch of wrbster lads» 

Blackguardin frae K ck» 

For Jiin this day. 

X. 

Here some are thinkin on their sins, 

An' some upo' their claes ; 
Ane curses feet that fyi'd his shins, 

Anither sighs an' prays : 
On this hand sits a chosen swatch, 

Wi' screw'd up grace-proud faces ; 
On that a set o' chaps at watch, 

Thrang winkin on the lasses 

To chairs that day. 

XI. 

O happy is that man an' blest I 

Nae wonder that it pride him 

c2 
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' Wha's ain dear lass; tliat he likes be8t> 

Comes clinkin down beside him ! 
Wi* arm repos'd on the .chair-back. 

He sweetly does compose him ; 
Which, by degrees, slips round her neck, 
An's loof upon her bosom 

Unkenn'd that day. 

XII. 

Now a' the congregation o'er 

Is silent expectation ; 
For *♦♦**# speels the holy door, 

Wi' tidings o* d-mn-t — n. 
Should Hornky as in ancient days, 

'Mang sons o* G — present him, 
The vera sight o' ***** **s face 

To's ain het hame had sent him 

Wi' fright that day. 

XIII. 

Hear how he clears the points o* faith 

Wi rattlin an* thumpin ! 
Now meekly calm, now wild in wrath, 

He's stampin an* he's jumpin ! 
HLb lengthen'd chin, his turn'd up snout, 

His eldritch squeel and gestures, 
Oh, how they fire the heart devout, 

Like cantharidian plasters, 

On sic a dav ! 

XIV. ' 

But hark! the tent has chang'd its voice; 
Tkers'g peace an* rest nae langer : 
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For a' the real judges rise, 

They canna sit for anger. 
♦♦##» opens out his^cauld harangues 

On practice and on morals : 
An' aff the godly pour in throngs, 

To gie the jars an' barrels 

A lifl that day« . 

XV. 

What signifies his barren shine 

Of moral powVs and reason ? 
His English style, an' gestures fine. 

Are a' clean out o' season. 
Xiike Socrates or Antonine^ 

Or some auld pagan Heathen, 
The moral man he docs define. 

But ne'er a word o' faith in 

That's right that day. 

XVL 

In guid time comes an antidote 
.. Against sic poison'd nostrum ; 
For **#*«**, frae the water-fit, 

Ascends the holy rostrum : 
See, up he's got the word o' G— , 

An' meek an* mim has view'd it. 
While Common- Sen^e hsis ta'ijn the roadj 

An* aff, an' up the Cowgate*,' 

Fast, fast, that day. 



A sUOiet 80 called, which, faces the tetU in 



$0 

XTLK 
y^QQ «#««««r niest, the guard reBeW%. 

An* Orthodoxy raibles, 
Tho' in his heart he weel believ^i,* 

An' thinks it auld wives* fables : 
But, faith ! the birkie wants a n!iaiis^^ 

So, cannily he hums them ; 
Altho* his carnal wit an* sense 

Like hafflinS'Wa'ys o*er'comes him 

At thnes that daj< 

XVIII. 

Now butt fitC ben, the chtbigd-house fillsy^ 

Wi' yill-caup commentators : 
Here*s crying out for bakes and gilli, 

An* there the pint-ttowp clatters ; 
W<jjle thick aii*'thra[ng,-an* loud ^^lang;^ 

Wi' logic, ah* wi* Scripture, 
They raise a din, that in the end, 

Is like to breed A, rupture 

G* wrath that day.. 

XIX. 

Leeze me- on Driiik ! it gies us mair 

Tlian eithei School 6t Collbge i 
It kiiidl'es' wit. it waukens lair, 

It p^iigs lis fbu o** knowledge. 
Be*t whisky gill, or pehhy wheepy^ 

Or bny stronger potion. 
It never fails, on drinking deep, 

To. kittle up our notion 

By night Or d9^ 



M 



♦> 



The ladiran' lassefl-, bKtlfely bent 

To*ii(iiild-baltli saul^ an' body, 
Sit round the table weel content. 

An* steer about the toddy. 
On tUi* aneV dref8» $uk* that ane's lettk, 

They're making', ohservationt ; 
"While 0oaia are coaie i* the neuk» 

An* fdrmin aasignations 
\ . r ., ,. To meet some di^4 

XXI. 

But now. the I«-^*8 ain truoipet touts^ 

'tStl 9I fthe.hiik ararairin, 
An' echoes back return the shouts : 

Black ♦*♦*•• is na spairin : 
His fMwaifig wprdsi liko Highland svrordSi 

Divide the joints an' marrow ; 
lii»'talk o' H-11, where devils dwell> 

Our vera saul» does harrow* 

WT fright th^ day. 

XXIL 

A vast» Habott4>m:'d boundless pit, 

FiU'd fou o' lowin brunstane, 
Wha's ragin flame, an' scorchin beat. 

Wad melt the hardest whun«>stane ! 
The h^f asleep start up wi' fear, 

An' think they hear it roarin, 
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• Shakespearie's Hamlet* 
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When presently it does appear, 
'T was but some peebQur ^onn- 

Ai^eep tbfil day., r 

.>.r- :. . ■ 

'Twad be owre lang a tale^ to ta& 

How nionie storiesL pasty 
An' how they crowded to the jriil, 

When they were a* disinist: . '. 
How drink gaed routtd, in cogs an' caups^ 

Araang the farms an* benches : 
An' cheese an' bread, frae women's laps^ 
» Was dealt ^bout in lunches, v . 

An' dawdj that day. 

XXIV. 

In comes a gaucie, gash Guidwife» 

An' sits down by the fire, 
Syne draws her kebbuck an' her knife, 

The lasses they are shyer. 
The auld Guidmen, about the grac€, 

Frae side to side they bother, 
Till some ane by his bonnet lays, 

Aa' gies them't like a tether, ' 

Fu' lang that day.^ 

XXV. 

Waesucks ! for him that gets nae las8> 

Or lasses that hac naething ! 
Sma' need has he to say a grace. 

Or melyie his braw claittiifig * 



O wiTes, be mindfu*, ance jouneli 

How bonie'lads ye*^ wanted. 
An' dinna, for a kebbuck-heel. 

Let lasses be affironted 

On ^c a day I 

XXVI. 

Now Ciinkumhellf wi' rattlin tow. 

Begins to jow aii* croon ; 
Some swagger home, the; best they doVy 

Some wait the afternoon. 
At slaps the billies halt a blink^ 

Till lasses strip tlieir shoon : 
Wi' faith and hope, an' love an' drink. 

They're a' in famous tune, 

For crack that day. 

XXVII. 

How monie hearts this day converts 

O' sinners and o' lasses ! 
Their hearts o' stane gin night are gant^ 

As safl as ony flesh is. 
There's some are fou o' love divine ; 

There's some are fou o' brandy ; 
An' monie jobs that day begin, 

May end in Houghmagandio 

Some ither di^ 
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. »E5ATH: 

I • • •, 

And 
JBdtTQH iftORNBOOKc: 

A xku* -^TORY. 



And some great ISete'V^iis h^irer-penh^'^'i^ 
£y'n Ministet^, they h^6 ^l^dn %!eb^*"d^ 

•Bi Wf fcAjMiire, 
^ raosing liitid, kt t^es, tb ^^cftfd. 

But this that I am gaun to tell, 
Vi'^hich lately on i night "B^fel, 
Is just' as true's the ©eir« m h-^l, 

Or Dublin city : 
Tfctfet Ver he ikearc^r comes oitr&el 

'S a muckle pfty- 

The Claciiim yill had 4xntde iaaie Cianty; 

I was na fou/bttt jttsrt had^pl^ty ; 

I stacher'd ^yte^ Iwit yet took t^nt ay 

To free'the ditches :' 
An' liillocks, stanes, and bushes, kenn'd ay 

Frae ghaists an' witches.. 

The rising moon began to glow'r 
The distant Cumnock hills out*owref 



To c(MWlrli€r^h»iai/mra*iiqrp*#*i:^ ' 

*. XMftmytd; 
But whether she bad three or four^ 

Icou'dxuuelk 
• - . 

I was cQpii0*aDiMidMiut Ihe hiU^ 
And todlin dowis vaWUH^m miU^ 
Settmg mj sttf iinr.a*.niyAi9^ 

" '!.^ r.To keep ne: sicker ; 
Tbo' leeward whyles, against my wilJ^ . 
..,.;.'■ 1 . i Aook a foiokef. •- 

: •. J. . .1 . " 

T there wi' Something -did forgfUhec^ 
That put me ip .an eerie jnvtiber ; 
An awfu' scythe^ cnitHMvreae shoatlMsr# 
■ V k\ CleaTftdanglkig, hang; 
A three-taod leister on the ither 

La/, large aa' iang, • 

^ * « 

Its stature .aeea^'d .lang Scotch «Us. iwil|^ 

The queerBSt.sbape that e'er.-I saw^ 

forfient Awameitliadava; ' 

. And.then, its shanks^ 
They were as thin, as sharp an' sma' 

J . : 'Jks chaeka o' brankf t • 

^Guid-een/ quij>; I^ « Friend! hae ye heap vtmfm^^ 
When isbec -folk are busy sawin ?* 

(t seei&'iiiM> jnak a lufid o' slaaV ' : 

iBut 'Da^thiDg spak f ^ 
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At length, B9yn I>: ' Friend/'winun' ye gaMH^--> o'i 

< Will ye go back ?* 

It spak right how«^<-Myi nanie is Deaths 
« But be na' fley'd'— Quoth I, « Guid faith^ 
* Ye're may be cbme Co stap'.mljriibTeatfartr.:; (r>7; 1 

V*^Bfit tent me biiliiefj; / .. » i I r: .'. 
•^I red ye weel, tak'imraioVskiEntKyiJ- ./ j^-.ijj^f! 
* -.< See,'thereffi'a gullylf 



* Guidm&jn,' quo' he^ -^ put op ^our whittle^ 

< I'm. no designed to try its mettle ; - 
«ButifIdid,^'r'iwd'befcktle -wvc, . .:;, I 

;'i*lV) be misleard, m « .; ; l' 
*I wad na mifid'it, no, that^spittl^ . '. 

• ..< Out-owremy beards* 

* Weel, wed.*/- says I,. * a bargain be*t ; 

* Come, gies your hand, an' sae we're gree't ;: 

< Well ease our shanks aa'^^ tak a. seat, - 

*. Come^ gies yourseiws ;< . . . 

* This while* ye hae been mbiiy a:gate^ 

K '■ ^ At numya house.' 

, .« . 

• 

* Ay, ay !* quo* he, an' shook his head» 

* It's e'en a lang, lang time indeed 

* Sin'' Ltiegap to« nick the thriady. -i -' 

* Ai\' choke the breath : . ' 

* Folk maun do somethii^ for their bready 

^ An* sae maun D^afA. 



Ill m 



* Att ,cpi4eiiii4«4j^.fi? vpan th«n Taking, ia^ thsCetKintrjv 



< Six dsoiuand years ve.near hand fled, 

< Sia' I was to the butc^g br^, 

* An' mony a scheme ia Tain's been laid, 

* To stap or scar me ; 
<Tiil aDek:Hornbook*s* ta'en up the trade^ 

'* An' fiuth. he'll waur me* 

<Te ken Joci^ Hornbook i' tiie Clachan, 

* D^il mak his kipg's-hood in a spleuchan ! 

' He's grown sae well acquaint wi' Buc/ianf 

* An' ithcr chaps. 

* The weans baud out their fiqgers laughin 

< And pouk my hips. 

* See^ here's & scythe, and there^s a dart» 

* They ha^ pierc'd mony a gallant heart ; 

< But Doctor Hornbookf wi' his art 

< And cursed ski II , 

* Has i^ade them baith no worth a f — t, 

« Damn'd haet they'll kilL 

* 'Twas but yestreen, nae farther gaen^ 
*I threw a noble throw at ane ; 

* Wi* lessy I'm sure^ I've hundred's slain ; 

< But deil-ma-care» 
*It just play*d dirl on tlie bane, 

< But did naQ mair. 



* This gentlexnan* Dr HifrnboeiCp ie profeanonally, a brother 
•f the Sovereign Order of the Ferula ; but» by intuition and in« 
tpiration, is at once an Apothecary, Sui^geon, and Physiciaa« 

-|* Buchan'i DnyyiPftifi JMcdicinct 



^sa 






' And had tae foftifjf'Wi^fitrt, 
*That when I JcroJcfed W my-d*it; 

.i '^ItwnBwaiebLunt, 

^Fiexit kftetVfc 'Ward hfte pierced dielwAtfi ' ^ '^^ ' 
•"' * <Of8kail«rtinU 



• I drew rfij^ icjrthe ift Eic a f^t/t 

• I nearhand cowpit v^i* tny hvatifp ' 

• But yet the bauld Ap^^cary^ 

< Withstood the shock; 
^ I might «8 weel hdie try'd a qu^ry ' ' ' 

'^ty hard wiiin rock* 



♦ Ev'n them he cutiiMi get attended^ '^' ^' 
< Altho' their face he he'^r had kend % 

« Just ■ in a kaii-bladc, and &ehd ?t» 

' As soon he smells't, 
I Baith their disease, and ^hat wili mend i^ 
- -' ' •'At oncehe tells't, 

^ And then«*^s)Ctor's saws and whitdes^ . 

• Of a' dimensions, i^apeSy an' mettles, 
. A' kinds o' boxes, mngs, an' bottles, 

^ * He's sure to hae ; 
\ Their Latin names a^ f^st he rattle<|/ 

*As ABl!. • 

* Calces <r' fessilsf^ earth, and trees;^ 
True Sal-marinutti, o' the seas ; 

^The Farina of beans and pease, 

^Hehaa'tin]i}e«^^: - ^ 



.: vY 



• r ■ 
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^ Fotfoye 8ott(s llie#i ailcMi<ttf4a weapom^ 

< Urinus SpirilfaB f}f^p^i^i 

*Or Mite4ioni^tiftgB» fil2agft, scrapingi^ 

' DistHVd per se ;^ 

< Sal-alkali V Bti^^l^ dippingi^ 

< Atid ttony toatw' 



♦ Wa€8 me fi)!* Johntn/ Gec^t Hole* now/ 
Quo' I, < If tk«t tile news be true! 
f His braw galf-ward w^.re <gaiwan8 grew^ 

' Sac white and bonnie^ 
^ Nae doubt lbej*ll ifive it wi* die plew^ 

The creatiM frain'd an eldritch laugh. 
And says, < Ye need na yolte Ibe ^eugl^. 
^ Kirk-yar3s will soon be tiU'd eneugb, 

' Tak ye nae feac : 
^ They'll ^ be trench'd wi' mody a liieiigB^ 

< In twa-thtee yeaK 

^ Whare I killed ane « fair strae deaths 
^ By loss o' blood txr want of breath, 
' This night I'm freeze tak my aitb, 

< That Hornbook's skill 
* Has clad a score T their last claith, 

* By drap an'^iH. 



< An honest Wabster to his tradi^, , *: . /. 

* Whase wifel^.twa nieyes. were scarce weel bred^ 

* Gat tippence-worth to mend her head^ 

. .; * When it was sair; . -r- 
^ The wife slade canni^.to.hjsr bed, 

« A countra Laird had tft'jep.thie {i^tt^^ • 

* Or some cufmurring^ in hisrguts, 

* His only son for Hornbook sets, 

\v. • > *.An* pays him well. 

* The lad, for.twia.guid gimmpr pets, _ 

.^.W#s laird hipttsel* , . 

* A bonnie lass,, ye kend her name^ , . 

* Some ill-brewn drink had hov'd her wame ; 

* She trusts hersel, to hide the shame, 

* In Hornbook* s care ; 
f Horn sent her aff to her lang hame, 

« To hide it there. 

* That's just a swatch o' Hprnbook^s way j 

* Thus goes he on from day to day, 

* Thus does he poison, kill, an' slay, 

f An*s weel paid for't ; 
^ Yet stops me o* my lawfu' prey, 

* Wi* his d-mn*d dirt : 

* But, hark ! I'll tell you of a plot, 

* Tho' dinna ye be speaking o't ; 

* ril nail the self- conceited sot, 

< As dead's a berrin » 



' Niest time we meet, I'll wad a groit, 
' He geU bis fairia \' 

But jiut as he began to tuU, 

The auld kirk-hammer strali -the bell 

Some ^ee short hour ayont the Iwal, 

Which rais'd ui balth : 
I took the wajr that pleat'd mysel, 

Aod BOe did Death. 
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BRIGS OF AYR: 

Ikscribbd to J. B*********, Esq., Atiu 

The simple B)Ekrd> rough at &e rustic plough^ 
"Learning his tuneful trade from ev'ry bough ; • 
The chanting linnet, or the mellow thrush. 
Hailing the setting sun, sweet, in the green thorn 

bush ; 
The soaring lark, the perching red-breast shrill, 
Or deep-ton'd ploTers, grey, \.ild-v.histling o*er the 

hill ; 
Shall he, nurst in the Pe!ir?.nt'8 lowly shed» 
To hardy independence bravely bred, 
By early poveffty to hai^isllip steel'd. 
And trajn'd to arms in st€rn Misfortune's field-^-^ 
Shall he b| guilty of their hireling crimes, 
The servH&j- thercenary Swiss of rhymes? 
Or labour hard the panegyric close, 
With all the venal soul of dedicating Prose ? 
No ! though his artless strains he rudely sings, 
Jlhd throws his hand uncouthly o^er the strings^ 
He glows with all the spirit of the Bard, 
Fame, honest fame, his great, his dear rewards 
Still, if some Patron's gen'rous care he trace, 
Skiird in the secret, to bestow with grace ; 
When B********* befriends his humble namt^ 
And hands the rustic stranger up to fam«^ 
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With h^i'f&t throefi his gfaiefur bosmnr tfwellf , 
Tbc godlike blissf, to give, alone excel*. 



'Tvas when ihe stacks get on tlieFr winter*hapi 
And thack and rape secure the toil-wotf crap ; 
Potatoe-bings are snugged up fra skaltli 
or coihing wThfcr's bTtihg, froisty breath:; 
The be^s, rejoicing o^cr their summer toils, 
Ua/iumber'd buds an' flow*rs' delicious spoils 
SeaVd up with frugal care in massive waxen piles, 
Are doom'd bj man, that tjrant o'er the weak. 
The death o^ devils smoor'd v. V brimstone iijeek :. 
The thundering guns are heard on ev'ry side. 
The wounded coveys, reeling, scatter wide ; 
The fcather'd field-mates, bound by Nature's tie, 
Sires» mothers, children, in one carnage lie i 
(^What warm, poetic heart, but inly bleeds. 
And execrates man's savage, ruthless deeds !) 
Nae mair the flow'r in field or meadow springs i 
Nae mair the grove with airy concert rings. 
Except perhaps the Robin*s whistling glee, 
Proud o' the height o' some bit half-lang tree : 
The hoary morns precede the sunny days, 
Mild, calm, serene, wide spreads the noontide 

blaze, 
While thick the gossamdur waves wanton in tibe 

rays, 
*Tyras in that season, when a simple bard^ 
Unknown and poor, simplicity's reward, 
Ae night, within the ancient brugh of Ayr^ 
Uy v'him inspir'd, or haply prest wi' care ;. 



44 

He left his bed, and took his wa3rward route,; 
And down by Simpson's* wheel'd the left about;. 
(Whether impell'd by all-directing Fate, 
To witness what I after shall narrate ; 
Or whether, rapt in meditation high, 
He wander*^ out he knew hot where nor why) . 
The drowsy. Dungeon-clockf had numbered two, 
And Wallace TcwuVf had sworn the fact was true:- 
The tide-swoln Firth, with sullen sounding roar, 
Thro' the still night dash'd hoarse along the shore : 
All else was husli'd as Nature's closed e*e ; 
The silent moon shone high o'er tcwV ^nd tree : 
The chn^ frost, beneath the silver beam. 
Crept, gently-crusting, o'er the glittering stream. 

When^ lo ! on either hand the list'ning Bard, 
The blanging sugh of whistling wings he heard ; 
Two dusky forms dart thro' the midnight air. 
Swift as the G05J drives on the wheeling hare ; 
Ane on th* Auld Brig his airy shape uprearts, 
The ither flutters o'er the rising piers : 
Our warlock Rhymer insjtantly descry'd 
The Sprhes that owre the Brigs of Ayr preside. 
(That Bards are second-sighted is nae joke, 
And ken the lingo of the sp'ritual fo'k ; 
Fays, Spunkies, Kelpies, a', they can explain them^ 
And ev'n the vera deils they brawly ken them.) 
AM Brig appear'd of ancient Pictish race, 
The vera wrinkles Gothic in bis face : 

• A. noted tavern at the Auld Brig end. 

•f The two steeples. 

:j: The gos-hawk, or falcon. 
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He seeixTd'aB he wi* Time h&d wantt'd lang, 
Yet teughly doure, he bade an unco bang. 
New Brig was buskit in a braw new coat, 
That he, at Lonoriy frae ane Adams^ got ; 
In^s hand five taper staves as smooth's a bead, 
Wi* virls and whirlygigums at the head. 
The Goth was stalking round with anxious search. 
Spying the Ume-worn flaws in every arch ; 
It chanc*d his new-come neebor took his e'e. 
And e'en a vex*d and angry heart had he ! 
Wi' thieveless sneer to sec his modish mien, 
He, down the water, gies him this guideeiv— 

AULD BRIG. 

I doubt na', frien', ye'U think ye're nae sheep* 
shank, 
Ance ye were streekit o'er frae bank to bank ! 
But gin ye be a brig as auld as me, 
Tho* faith that day I doubt ye'U never see ; 
There'll be, if that date come, I'll wad a boddle, 
Some fewer whigmeleerics in your noddle. 

NEW BRia. 
Auld Vandal, ye but show your little mcnse, 
Just much about it wi' your scanty sense ; 
Will your poor, narrow foot-path of a street, 
Where twa wheel-barrows tremble when they meet ; 
Your ruin'd, formless bulk, o' stane an' lime. 
Compare wi' bonnie Brigs o' modern time ? 
There's men o' taste would take the Ducat-stream ^^ 
Tho' they should cast the very sa;rk and swim. 



>mmmmm*»'^ 



* A noted furd, just above the Auld Bri^^. 
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Hre ih(gr.yTO*da^|;j^te tJ^eJr f^lfflgs jfrrjth^ - 

Of sic ah ugly^^Qpthic hulk 9s you. 

Coiiceil4d.gQW^l,pu£rdup:wi' windy .pfj4l^,! r 
This mony a yei^ J'ye stood the, flood an' tide; - 
A^tbp\wi'.qr^2;y e|]d J'm:sak forfairn, 
I'll be a Brigj . when y ere a .^hapel^s pairn ! 
As yet ye. UtUe: kea. about the matter, 
Rut twa-three.,iypters will ^form ye b9tter* 
When h^vy, d^rk,, coi^tinued, a'-d^y rains, 
Wi' deepening dd|^es overflow the plains ! 
When from the hills where springs the brawling Coil, 
Or stately Lugars wpssy fountains boil. 
Or where the Greenpck winds his moorland course. 
Or haunted Garpaly* draws his feeble source, 
Arous'd hy blu^t'ring winids an' spotting thowes. 
In mony a torrent down his sna-brop rowes; 
While crashing ice,: bori^e on the roaring speat, 
Sweeps dapis, an', mills, .an' brigs, a' to the gate; 
And from Gknbucky\ down to the Ratton-hey^X 
Auld Ayr is just one lengthened, tumbling sea*; 
Then down ye'll hurl, deil nor ye never rise ! 
And dash the gumlie jaups up to the pouring skies, 
A lesson sadly teaching, to your cost, 
That Architecture's noble art is lost ! 



• The banks otGarpal Water is one of the few places in the 
West of Scotland, where those fancy-scaring beings, linown by 
the name oi GJuiists, still continue pertinaciously to inhabit. 

^ The sourco of the river Ayr. 

j: A small landing place above the large key« 
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Fine AnAiteeiurtf trowth, I needs mutt my*t o*t I 
The Ir«-4lbe-thankit that we've tint the gate o-'t ! 
Gaunt, ghastly, ghaist-aliurmg edificoiy 
Han^gwith threatening jut, like prccipicet; 
O'er-arching, mooldy, gloora-anspiring coreSi 
iSupporting'rodfs fantastic, stonj groves ; 
Windows- and doors, in nameless sculpture ^i^Mft 
With order, symmetry, or taste unblest ; 
Forms KiEe-son^ bedlam statuary's dream. 
The craz'd creations of misguided #him ; 
Forms niif^t be worshipp'd on .thci bended Imee, 
And' still' the second dread command be- free. 
Their likeness is not found on earth,, in air, or seat! 
Mansions that would disgrace the building taste 
Of any mason, reptile, bird, or be^st; 
Fit only for a doited, monkish race. 
Or frosty maids forsworn the dear embrace ; 
Or cuifs of latter times, wha held the notion 
That sullen gloom was sterling true devotion ; 
Fancies that our guid brugh denies protection, 
And soon may they ezi^pire, unblest with resurrection! 

* Al^LD BEIO. 

O yq, my dear-rcmcmber'd, ancient yealings, 
Were ye but here to share my wounded feelings ! 
Ye worthy Froveses, an' mouy a Bailie, 
Wha in. the paths o' righteousness did toil ay ; 
Ye dainty Deacons^ an* ye douce Conveeners, 
To whom our moderns are but causey- cleaners ; 
Ye godly Councils wha hae blest this town ; 
Te goiUy. Bn^lhren of the sacred gown. 
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Wha meekly gie yojjx hurdies to the smUers; 
And (what would now be strange) ye godi^ WrUfrMtt 
A* ye douce folk IVe borne aboon.tbe broo» 
Were ye but here, what would ye say or do ! 
How would your spirits groaix in deep vexation,. 
To see each melancholy alteration ; . . -^ O 

And agonizing, curse the time and place ; 
When ye begat the base, degen'rate race! .. , 
Nae langer Rev'rend Men, their country's glory^ 
In plaia braid Scots hold forth a plain braid story ! 
Nae langer thrifty Citizens, an' douce, 
.Meet owre a pint, or in the Council-houBe ; 
But staumrel, corky-headed, graceless Gentry, 
The herryment and ruin of the country ; i 

Men, three-parts made by tailors and by barbers, 
Wha waste your well-hain'd gear on d . d netn 
Brigs and Harbours ! 

NEW BRIG. 

Now baud you there ! for faith yeVe said enough. 
And muckle mair than ye can mak to through, 
As for your Priesthood, I shall say but little. 
Corbies and Clergy are a shot right kittle ; 
But, under favor o' your langer beard, 
Abuse o* Magistrates might weel be spar'd : 
To liken them to your auld-warld squad 
I must needs say, comparisons are odd. 
In Ayry Wag-wits nae mair can hae a handle 
To mouth « a Citizen,* a term o* scandal : 
Nae mair the Council waddles down the street. 
In all the pomp of ignorant conceit ; 
Men wha grew wise priggin owre hops an* raisins^ 
Or gathered lib'ral views in Bonds and Seisins, 
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If haply Kniywledge, on a random tnuap. 
Had ahor'd them with a glimmer of hk lamp. 
And wouldtO'Coivimon-sense, for once betray'dthem^ 
PlaiB, dull Stupidity stept kindly in to aid Aem. 



What farther ^isbmaclaver might been said. 
What bloody -wars, if Sprites had blood to shed. 
No man -can teH ; bat all before their sight, 
JL 4hiiy train appear'd in order bright : 
Adown the glitt'ring stream they featly danc*d ; 
Bright to the noon their various dresses glanc'd : 
They f gd ted o'er die wat'ry glass ao neat. 
The infant ice scaoroe bent beneatli their feet : 
While arts of Minstrelsy among thgn rung. 
And seoKeimobling bards heroic ditties sung, 
O had M*Lauchlan/^ thairm-inspiring sage, 
Been there to hear this heavenly band engage, 
When thro' his dear Strathspeys they bore with 

Highland rage ; 
Or t^henthey struck old Scotia's melting airs, 
The lover's raptur'd joys or bleeding cares ; 
Row would his Highland lug been nobler 6r*d, 
And ev*nhis matchless hand with finer touch inspir*d I 
No guess could tell what instrument appear'd, 
But all the soul of Music's self was heard ; 
Harmonious concert rung in every part, 
While simple melody pour'd moving on the heart. 

The Genius of the stream in front appears, 
A venerable Cliief advanc'd in years ; 

* A weU known [lerformer of Sqcttish music on the violin. 

VOL. III. m 
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His hoary h^d with water-lilies crowned. 
His manly leg with garter-tangle bound. 
Jsfext came jthe loveliest pair in all the ring, 
S^eet Female Beauty hand in hand with Spring 
Then, crown*d with £ow*ry hay, came Rural Jc 
And Summer, with hit* fervid-beaming eye : 
Allrcheering Plenty, with her flowing horn, 
Led yellow Autumn wreath'd with nodding con 
Then Winter's time-bleach'd locks did hoary sli 
By Hospitality with cloudiess brow. 
Next follow'd Courage with his martial stride, 
From where the Fcal wild-woody coverts hide; 
Benevolence, with mild benignant air, 
A female form^ came from the tow'rs of Stair ;^ 
Learning and Worth inr- equal measures trode 
From simple Catrine, their long-lov'd abode 2 
Last, white-rob'd Peace, crown*d with a hazel wrc 
To rustic Agriculture did bequeath 
The broken iron instruments of deatli ; 
At sight, of whom our Spirites forgat their kind 
wrath. 



• The Poet alludes here to Mrs Stewart of Stair.— Stai 
then in her possession. She afterwards removed to Afton-L 
on the. banks of the Afton, a stream which he afterwards 
brated in a. song entitled " Afton Water." — See a letter U 
Stewart, vol, U. Nq. V. The song, Afton Water, voL iy. 
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THE ORDINATION. 



Tor teme ihey Rttfe ow9 to Fmgai Hetn'n^m 
TopUate the Mob they hide the little giy^m, 



I. 

SiLMARKOCK Wabsters fidge an' tlaw, 

Aa' pour jour creeshie nations ; 
An' ye wha leather rax an' draw. 

Of a' denominations, 
Swith to the Laigh Kirk, ane an' a' 

An' there tak up your stations ; 
Then aff to B-gb — 's in a raw, 

A.n' pour divine libations 

For joy this day. 

11. 

Curst Common-sense, that imp o' h-H, 

Cam in wi* Maggie Lauder ;♦• 
But O******* aft made her yell, 

An' R»**»* sair misca'd her ; 
This day M******** takes the flail 

An' he's the boy will blaud her ! 
He'll clap a shangan on her tail, 

An' set the bairns to daud her 

Wi' dirt this day. 

* Alluding to a scoffing ballad which waa^ made on the aS* 
xniatiOD of the late Reverend and worthy Mr L. to the Laigk. 
lUrk. 
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Si 
III- 

'Mak haste an' turn King David owre> 

An' lilt wi* holy clangor ; 
O* double verse come gijs us four^ 

An' skirl up the Bangor : 
This day the Kirk kicks up a stoure, 

Nae mair the knaves shall wrang her^ 
JFor Heresey is in her pow'r, 

And gloriously she'll whang her 

Wi' pith this day, 

IV. 

£bmey let a proper text be read, 

. An' touch it aff wi' vigour, 

How graceless Ham* leugh at his Dad« 

Wl^ich made Canaan a niger ; 
Or P?nneasf drove the murdering blade, 

Wi' wh-re-abhorring rigour ; 
Or Zipporah;^ the scauldin jade. 

Was like a bluidy tiger 

I' th' inn that day. 

V. 

There, try his mettle on the creed. 

And bind him down wi' caution. 
That Stipend is a carnal weed 

He takfi but for ths fashion ; 
And gie him o'er the flock, to feed, 

And punish each transgression : 

m »« » I «■ I II 4 I I I ^ |» ■!! II I I — i^»^^^^>i^ 

• Genesis, ch. ix. ver. 22. -j* Numbers, ch, xxv. ver. %* 
% Exodus, ch. iv. ver. 25. 



55 

Especial, rams that cross the breeds 
Gie them sufficient threshixu 

Spare them aae day* 

VL 

Now auld Kilmarnock cock thy tail. 

And toss thy horns fu' canty ; 
Nae mair thou'lt rowte out-owre the dalv 

Because thy pasture'^f scanty ; 
For lapfu's large o' gospel kail 

Shall fill thy crib in plenty, 
Jji' runts o' grace the pick aud vale> 

No gi'en by way o' dainty. 

But ilka day. 

Nae mair by EabeVs streams we'll weep, 

To think upon our Zion ; 
And hing our fiddler up to sle^p, « 

Like baby^clouts aHbryin ; 
Come, screw the pegs wi' tjanefu^' cheq^ 

And o'er the th^u?m9 be Iryin ; 
Oh, rare ! tQ 99^ ouy elbucks wbeep» 

An' a' like lamb^lails %ia 

Fu' faiA this day ! 

VIIL 

Lang Patronage^ wi* rod o' aim. 
Has shor'd the Kirk's undoin, 

As lately JP-nu^-c^, sair iS>r&irn, 
Has proven to its tuin ; 

Z)3 



i 



5^ 

Our Patron, honest man ! Glencainr, 
He saw mischief was brewin ; 

And like a godlyelect bairn 
He's wal'd us out a true ane, 

And sound this day*. 

IX- 

Now R#*####* harangue nae mair^ 

But steek your' gab for ever : 
Or try the wicked town of A**, 

For there they'll think you clever ; 
Or, nae reflection on your lear, 

Ye may commence a shaver ; 
Or to the N-ih^rt^n repair, 

And turn a Carpet-weaver- 

Aff-hand this day. 

X. 

M***** Tind you were just a match, 

We never had sic twa drones t. 
Auld Homie did the Laigh Kirk watch*,. 

Just like a winkin baudrons : 
And ay* he catch'd the tither wretch, 

To fry them in his caudrons : 
But now his honour maun detach, 

Wi' a' his brimstone squadrons. 

Fast, fast this day^ 

XI. 

See, see auld Orthodo:{Ly's faes 
She's swing^ein thro' the city; 



5S 

Hark, bow the nine-tail'd cat she playt 

I TOW it's uQca pretty : 
T^ere, Learning, with his Greekish face, - 

Gruats out some Latin ditty ; 
And Common Sense is gaun, she says. 

To mak to Jamie Beaftie 

Her plaint this day* 

XIL 

But there^s Morality himsel, 

Embracing all opinions ; 
Hear, bow he gies th« tither yell, 

Between his twa companions ; 
See, bow she peels the skin an'^feil. 

As ane were pcelin onions ! 
Now there — ^they're packed aff to beH, 

And banish'd our dominions, 

Henceforth this day.^ 

XUL 

O happy day ! rejoice, rejoice ! 

Come bouse about the porter ! 
Morality's demure decoys 

Shall here nae mair find quarter ; 
jf"c»#*#«#«^ R###*#^ are the boys> 

That Heresy can torture : 
They'll gie her on a rape a boyse, 
And cow her measure shorter 

By th' head some day. 
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XIV. 

Come, bring the tithermutehktD^us^ 

And here% for a conclusion, 
To every New Lighi* mothei»V soo, 

From thi» tim6 forth, Coofusioa : 
If mair they deave us witb their dia 

Or Patronage mtnation, 
We'll light a spunk, and, ev'ry iskin^ 

We'll rin them ^iF in Vision 

Like oil, iome ^jsjr* 



THE CALF. 

TO TBM, REV. MR - 



00 hU Texty Malachi« ch. iv. vec 2. « And they shall g^ 

" forth, and grow up, like calves of the stall." 

Right, Sir! your text 1*11 prove it true, 

Though Heretics my laugh ; 
For instance ; there's yoursel just nowj 

God knows, an imco Cnlfh 

m 

And should some PMiron be so kind, 
As bless you wi' a kirk, 

1 doubt na, Sir, but then we'll fitid, 

Ye're still as great a Stirk. 

* New Light is a cant phcasi^ in the West of Scotland, for 
those religious opinions which Dr Taylor of Norwich has d** 
fen4(etd so vtrenuously. 



But, If the XAJver*! ntptnr'd hsOk 

Eh&ll erer be yow lot, 
Foriiid it, erery heavenlj Poirer, 

You s'er should be a Stitf / 

Ha', wtien Hme Und, MBBubEal Dm^ 

Tout but-and-bea Kdorni, 
^ like hu been Aat ytni naj wew 
A noble head of horm. 

And in your lug, most reverend Jame^ 

To bear you roar and rovte, 
Feir men o' eesse will doubt your claio* . 

To rank amaag the nomt^ 

And when ye're number'd wi' the dead, 

Below a gniay hillock, 
Wi' justice they may ma^ join haftdx^. 

' Here Ues a fan<Hu Builoei.' 
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ADDRESS TO THE DEIL. 



O Prince t O CMtf^snany thromdPom^tif 
Thai led ih* embattVd Serajghim to war. Mi|.TO 



O THOU ! whatever titlle suit tKee, 
Auld Homie, Satan, Nick, or Clootie, • 
Wlia in yon cavern grim an' sootie, 

' Cips'd under hatches, 

Spairges about the brunstane cootie, 

To scaud poor wretches !! 

Hear me, auld Hangii, for a wer, 
An' let poor damned bodies be ; 
I'm sure sma' pleasure it can gie. 

E'en to a deil. 
To skelp an' scaud poor dogs like me, 

An' hear us squeel ! 

Great is thy pow'r, an' great thy fame ;. 
Far kend and noted is thy name ; 
An* tho* yon-lowin heugh's thy hame, 

Thou travels far ; 
An' faith ! thou's neither lag nor lame, 

Nor blate nor scaur.. 

Whyles, ranging like a roarin iion^. 
For prey, a' holes an* corners tryin -^ 



Whyles oa the strong^wing'd tempest flyi|i| 

Tirliog the kirks ; 
WhyleSi in the human bosom pryin, 

Unseen thou lurks, 

r?e heard my reverend Grannie Bay f 
In lanely glens ye like to stray ; 
Or where auld-ruin'd castles* gray. 

Nod to the moon. 
Ye fright the nightl^r wanderer's way, 

Wi' eldritch croon, 

I* 

When twilight did my Grannie summon^ 
To saj her prayers, douce, honest woman ! 
Aft yont the dyke she's heard you bummiu, 

Wi' eerie drone ; 
Or, rustUn, thro' the boortrles comin» 

Wi' heavy groan. 

Ae dreary, windy, winter night, 
The stars shot down wi' sklenti^i light, 
^i' you, mysel, I gat a fright, 

Ayont the lough x 
Yci like a rash-bush stood in sighty 

Wi' waving sugh. 

The cudgd in my nieve did shake, 
Each bristl'd hair stood like a stake. 
When wi' an eldritch stour, quaick — quaick-«^ 

Amang the springs, 
4ws^ ye squatter 'd, like a drake, 

. On whistling; wings, 
as «- 



Let Wartaelk gtm, $06^ vrkh&n. Ihpii 
tell how wi' yott cm ragweed nags. 
They skim the niair», aft^ dtzzj crag9^ 

Wr wicked speed ; 
And in kirk-yards renew their leagues, 

Owre howkii deed. 

Thence counira wires, wi^ toil an^ panv 
May plunge act plunge-fte kirn in vain ; 
For, oh ! the yellow treasurb's taen 

By witching skill ;. 
Aa' dawtit|.twal-pint Hawkie*& gaea 

A9 yeirs the BilL 

« 
Thence mystic knot? xnak great abuse", 

€>n young Guidman, fond, keen, an' crouse 

When the best wark-lume i'the house, 

By cantrip wit. 
Is instant made no worth a louse. 

Just at the bit* 

When thowes dissolve thesnawy hoord; 
An' float the jinglin icy-boord. 
Then JVater-kelpies haunt the focftd, 

By yoiff direction. 
An' nighted Trav'llers are allur'd. 

To their destrtt^don. 

An' aft jrour nfioes traversing Sptmkiesr 
Decoy the wight that late an' drunk is n 
The bleezin^ curst,- mischievous monkey» 

Delude his eyes;; 






im In soma wrjr doo^ he 

^eu&t flMMT to^'rise. 

When Masont* mytHdc maatdMn* gnpp. 
In stonxis an' tempests raise you up. 
Some cock or cat your lage nuttin sKqp^ 

Oc^ttnuigetoteUl 
The youngest Brother ye wad whip 

Aff straught to hell 1 

Lang syne, in Aden's bonnie yard. 
When youthfu' lovers first were pair'd^ 
An' all the soul ef love they sbar'd. 

The raptur'd hour. 
Sweet on the fcagrant, flow'ry swaird. 

Id shady bow'r : 

Then you, ye auld, snic-drawing dog I 
Ye came to Paradise incog. 
An' play'd on man a cursed brogue, 

( Black be your £& i) 
An' gied the infant wacld a shog, 

'Maist ruin'd a'. 

D'ye mind that day, when in a bizz^ 
Wi' reekit duds, ag' reestit gizz. 
Ye did present yotu* smoutie phiz 

'Mang better fo'k. 
An' sklented on the man of Uz 

Your spitefu' joke ? 

An' how ye gat him i' your thrall^ 
An' brak him put o' house an' hall^ 



While scabs an* blotches did him gaD ~ . 

. . Wi* bitter claw^ 
An' lows*d his ill tongu'd, wicked Scawl, 
v' / Was warst ava? 

But a* foxit doings to rehearse^ 
Your wily snares an' fechtin Merce, 
Sin' that day MicHaefl' did you pierce^ 

. Down to tliis time, 
Wad ding a Lallan tongue, or Erse, 

In prose or rhyme. 

An' now, auld ChotSy I ken ye're thinkin^ 
A certain Bardie's rantin, dcinkin, 
Some luckless hour will send him linkin,. 

To your black pit ; 
But, faith ! he'll turn a corner jinkin, 

' An' cheat you yet. 

But, fare ywi weel, auld Ntckie-hen ! 
O wad ye tak a thought an' men' ! 
Ye aiblins might— J dinna ken— r 

. Still liae a j^a/ce — 
I'm wae to think upa' yon den, 

V. Ev'n for your sake ! 



f^mmtmi0'<^ittftnm ■ y 



• Vide MiLToy, Book vL 



THB 

DEATH AND DYING WORDff^ 

OF 

POOR MAILIE, 

THE AUTHOR'S ONLY PET YOWE- 



An unco moumju* Tait^ 



As MailiCf and her lambs thegither. 
Were ae "day nibbling on the tether. 
Upon her cloot she coost a hitch. 
An' owre she warsl'd in the ditch r 
There, groaning, dying, she did lie, 
When Hughoc * he cam doytin by. 

Wi' glowrin e'en, an' lifted ban's. 
Poor Hughoc like a statue Stan's; 
H)e saw her days were near-hand ended, 
But, waes my heart f he could na mend it ! 
He gaped wide, but naething spak ! 
At length poor MaiYzV silence brak. 

^ O thou, whase lamentable iace 
Appear? to mourn my woefti* case ! 



■•*^«%MWMn«apMV>i^ 



A n^ibox, herd caUan.^ 



My d^ng tuords attentive hear,. 
An' bear them to my master dear* 

mm 

Tell hfm, if e'er again he keep 
As muckle gear as buy a sheep, 
O, bid him nerer tie them raair 
Wi' wicked strmgf 9' hwap or bale I 
But ca' them out to park or hill, 
An' let them wander at their will ; 
So may his flock increase, an' grow 
To scores o' lambs^ an' packs 0' woo ! 

< Tell him^ he was a master kin', 
An' ay was guid to me and mine ; 
An' now my dying charge I gie him» 
My helpless lambs I trust them wi' hiixu 

< O, bid him saye their harmless lives, . 
Frae dogs, an' tods, an' butchers' knives I 
But gie them guid cow milk their fiU^ 
Till they be fit to fend themsel ; 

An' tent them duly, e'en an* mom<| 
Wi' teats o' hay, an' rips 0' corn, 

* An' may they never learn the gaetui 
Of ither vile, wanrestfu' pets J 
To slink thro' slaps, an' reave. an' steal> 
At stacks o' pease, or stocks o' kail. 
So may they, like their great forbears, . 
For monie a year come thro' the sheers^ ; 
So wives will gie them bits o' bread, 
An' bairns greet for them whea they're dead« 



* My poor toopJamb, my son an' heiTi 
Oy bid him hreod him up ini' q«rQ ! : 
An* if he live to be a beast, 
To pit soine hayiaftiAUfthMMlL! 
An' waim him, what I winna name^ 
To stay content wi' jfovea a;(: ham#| 
An' no to tin an' vear bia dotl^, 
Like ither menselessi^ ^rac^lMs^ bru^leiw 

* An' nie8t.i»y jfonie^ $i% thi^i^ 
Gade keep tfa«e> fcaa a tether atring ! 
0, may thou ne'er forgather up 
Wi\ony blastit, moorlaod Uiop ; 

Bat ay keep mind ta moop aa' meU 
Wi' gheep o' credit lii^e thys^l 1 

' And nowy my bairoa, wiT siy UmH bfetlli^ 
I lea'e my blessjn wi' y^u baith : 
An' when you think upo' your mither, 
Mind to bt^kim' tpoue, muti^^r^. 

-■ 

* Now, hotieat ihgh^^ dim*! faft 
To tell my «ia«ler a' my tial^;^' 

An' bid bi«i hvm tibjs cuvwBd tetber> 

An'^ for thy paiWi ilMMi"*er get my blether.' 

This said, poor MflSfe twm'd her heai. 
And closed her een among the* dead. 






c *■ 
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POOR MAILIE'S ELEGY. 



Lament in rhyme, lament in*profiey 
WT saut tears trickling down your nose ; 
Our bardie's fate is at a close^ 

Past a' remead; 
The last sad cape^tane bfhis woes ; ' 

Poor MaUie*s dend.\ 

It's no the loss o' warl's gear, 
That could sae bitter draw the tear^ 
Or mak our bardie, dowie, wear 

The mourning weed : 
He's lost a friend and neebor dear, 

In Mailie dead. 

Thro* a' the toun she trotted By him; 
A lang half-mile she could descry him ; 
Wi* kindly bleat when she did spy him, 

She- ran wi' speed : 
A friend mair' faithfd' ne'er cam nigh him^ 

IhsiSi Mailk dead, 

I wat she was -a sheep o' s^fSse, 
An' could behave hersel wi' mense ; 
I'll say't, she never brak a fence, 

Thro' thievish greed. 
Our bardie, lanely, keeps the spence 

Sin' Maiiic's dead* 



6t 

Or, if he wanders up the howe,. 
Her living image in her t/atoe^ 
Comes bleating to him, owre the knowe^ 

For bits itf bread ; 
An' down the briny pearls rowe 

For MaiUe dead.. 

She was no get o' moorland Up$| 
Wi' tawted ket an' hairy hips : 

For her forbears were brought in ships 

Frae yont the Tweed: 

A bonnier^e^A ne'er cross'd the clips 

Than Mailie dead. 

^^ae worth the man wha first did shape 
That vile, wanchancie thing— a rape ! 
It makes guid feUows gim an' gape, 

Wr chokin dread ; 
An* Robin's bonnet wave wi* crape. 

For Mailie dead. 

O9 a' ye bards on bonnie Doon ! 
An* wha on Ay[r your chanters tune ! 
Come, join the melancholious croon 

O' Robins reed ! 
Hia heart will never get aboon 

His Mailie dead» 



tt' 



To ^ gi****. 



FriituMpf mytteriouicemstUoflhetf^t 

Sweetener tf9{ftf and solder qftodeiy t 

I owe thee much l-^-^ BtAn 



^ 



Dear S****, the sleest, paukie thief| 
That e'er attempted stealth or rief» 
Ye surefy hae some warlock-breef 

Owre human hearti^^ 
For ne'er a bosom yet was prief 

Against yonr arts. 

For me, I swear by sun an' moon. 
And every star that blioks aboon, 
Ye've cost me twenty pair o' shoon, 

Just gaun to see you ; 
And ev'ry ither pair that's done, 

Mair f aen Tm wi' you. 

That auld capricious carlin, Nature, 
To mak amends for scrimpit stature, 
She's tum'd you aff, a human creature 

On her Jlrst plan, 
And in her freaks, on ev'ry feature, 

She's wrote^ the Man»^ 



Just now Tve tato th« fir o' rhjincip 
My banxue iioddk's workiug prime, 
My fancy yerklt up sublime 

Wi' hdfity Bumoioa ; 
Hae ye a leisure momeDt's time 

To hear wbai'f oomia? ; 

Some rhjiiie a neebor*8 name to lath \ 
Some rhyme (vaia hought !) fbr needfu' cash ; 
Some rhyme to court the countra clash. 

An' raise a idin : 
jjf or me, an aim I never fadk ; 

I rhyme for fan. 

The star that rules my luekltes ibc^ 
Has &ted ma the ruaset coat, 
An' damned my fortune to the groat, 

Bat in requit, 
Has blest me wi' a random shot 

O' countra wit* 

This whOe my notion's taen a skleiit, 
To try my fate in guid, hlskCkfrent / 
But still the mair I'm that way bent, 

Something Cnes^ < HooUe^ 

* I red you, honest man, tak tent ! 

* Ye'U shaw your folly. 

< There's ither poets, much your betters, 
< Far seen in Greek, deep men 6' letters, 

* Hae thought they had ensured their debtors, 

^ A'fature ages; 



* Now modw^ deform in ^apeless tett6r%r 

< Their unknown pages.' 

Then fareweel hopes o* laurel-boughs. 
To garland my poetic brows 1 
Hencefoith I'U-roye where busy ploughs 

Are whistling thrang. 
An' teadi the lanely heights an' how^. 

My rustic sang. 

ril wander on, with tentless lieed 
How never halting moments speed. 
Till fate shall snap the brittle thread ; 

Then, all unknown^ 
I'll lay me with th' inglorious dead. 

Forgot and gone ! 

\ 

But why o' death begin a tale ? 
Just now we're living sound and hale, 
Then top and maintop crowd the sail^ 

Heave ccL^e o'er side ! 
And large, before enjoyment's gale. 

Let's tak tlie tide. 

* This life, sae far's I understand, 
Is a' enchanted fairy land. 
Where pleasure is the magic wand. 

That, wielded right, 
Maks hours like minutes, hand in hand, 

Dance by fu' light. 

The magic-wand then let us wield ; 
ance that five-an'-forty's speel'd. 



•\# 



See crasji irearf > joyless eild, 

Wi* wrinkl'd face, 
Comes hostin, birplin owre the field, 

Wi* creepih pa^e. 

When ance life's day draws near the gloamin. 
Then ffireweel vacant careless roamin ; 
An' farewieel cheeifu* tankards foaidin, 

An* social noise ; 
An' farcweel dear, deluding \x^wnan^ 

The joy of joys I 

O Life ! how pleasant in thy morning. 
Young Fancy's rays the hills adorning ! 
Cold-pausing Caution's lesson scorning, 

We frisk away, 
Like school-boys, at th' expected warning, 

To joy and play* 

We wander there^ we wander here, 
We eye the rose upon the brier, • 

Unmindful that the thorn is near. 

Among tHe leaves ; 
And tho' the puny wound appear, 

Short while it grieves. 

Some, lucky, find a flow'ry spot. 
For which they never toil'd nor swat, 
They drink the sweet and eat the fat, 

But care or pain ; 
And, Iiaply, eye the barren hut 

With high disdain. 



Witb steady ainoj some Fortun^^ cbaM^- - 
Keen Hope does cv'iy sinew lirace : 
Thro' fair, thvo' fool, tbey urge ^ vaoe^: 

And sei^ the-prey : 
Then canie, in some cozie place, 
..;. . . yb^y^osetbe^ay. ., .,.: 

' . ■ » '•'■.".. 

And others^ Ifte ypur h^mli^le serraali 
Poor wights ! nae riiles nor roads obseryin ; 
To right or left, eternal BWBrvi% 

Tbey:zig-z^ on ; 
Till curst with age, obscure an' starvin, 

They af ten groan. 

Alas ! >(rhat bitter toil an' straining-^ 
But truce with peevish, poor complaining ! 
Is Fortune'* fickle Luna waning ? 

£'«n let her gang ! 
Beneath what light she has remaining, 

XrCt's «ing our sang. 

• 

My pen I here fling to the door. 
And kneel, * Ye Pow'ts !' ^uad warm implore, 
* Tho' I should wander Urra o'er^ 

' In ail her dimes, 

< Grant me but this, I ask no more, 

* Ay rowth 'o* rhymes. 

■ 

< Gie dreeping roasts to countra lairds, 

< Till icicles hing frae their beards ; 

^ Gie fine braw claes to ^e life-guards^ 

* And maids of honour; 



.«/ 



► * 
.'-/ •* 



< And yOl mS n/tiuiky ffittm eaMbi 

« UtttU tfa^ aeoiiBtr. 

< A titie, DempOer meriu k ; 
'^ A garter gie to fVi^ Pilii 

* Gie wealth to 4Mi»ie b^-tedger'd cit, 

* In cent, per cent. 

* But gm BUT HMdr ttei4ing wk, 

< And Ta contents 

* While je ore plciu'd to keep me hale, 

* ril sit down o^ o^ scanty meal, 
^ Be't vjoter-breae, or musHn^kail^ 

* Wi' cheerfu' face, 
^ As lafig'a'tlre muses dinna fail 

* To s^j the grace.' 

An anxious e^e I never throws 
Behint my lug, or by my nose : 
I jouk beneath misfor time's blows, 

As weeVs I may ; 
Sworn foe to sorrow, care, and prose, 

I rhyme away» 

O ye douce folk, that live by rule, 
Orave, tideless-bboded, cahn and cooI„ 
Compar'd wi' you — O fool ! fool 1 fool \ 

How mudi unlike ! 
Yoiu: hearts are just a standing pool. 

Your lives, a dyke i 



7* , 

Nae hair-brain'd«eatiment{(I trace*' .::> 
Jn your unleUer'd, nameless i^ces ! 
In arioso trills and graces 

Ye never stray, \ 
But gravissimo, solemn t)a»Be8 

. ' ye hum jiway. .. 

* 

Ye are sae ^rave, pae doubt ye're teue) 
Nae ftrly tho' ye do despise 
The hairum-scairum, ram-stam boys. 

The rattlin squad : ; 
I see you upward cast your eyes-^- 

-i-Ye ken the road-^r* 

Whilst I — ^but I shall hand me there^-rr 
Wi' you 1*11 scarce gang on^ inhere"^ 
Then, Jamie^ I shall say nae mair, 

But quat my sang, 
Content wi* you^ to raak a pair, 

Whsire'er. I gang. 




> 
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T< 



A DR£AM. * 



IFhonghit, vordifOnd iUedt^ the ttataUc Uama 'mUkrmmn; 
JBut ntrdtf dreams were ne'er, indicted treasotu 



' jQn iea£ng» in the pnUic papers, the Laureates Ode^ wHh the 
other parade of Jane 4, 1786, the antkor was no sooner dropt 

:, arieep, than. he imagined himself transported to theiiirth- 
daj levee ; and in his dreaming ftnej, made the following 
Jddresu} 

I. 

GuiD-MORNiN to your Majesty ! 

May Heav'n au^ent your blisses. 
On ev'ry new birth- day ye see, 

A humble poet wisbes ! 
My bardship here, at 3K)ur levee. 

On sic a day as this is, 
Js sure an uncouth sight to see, 

Amang the birth-day- dresses 

Sae fine this day. 

II. 

J see ye're complimented tlirang. 

By mony a lord and lady, 
< God save the'^ing !' 's a cuckoo sang 

That's unco easy said ay ; 
The poets^ too, a venal gang, 

WV rhymes weel-turn'd and read/« 

£2 



Wad gar you trow ye ne*er do wmngi 
But ay unenr^^ s^odji 

On 8ic a day. 



For me ! befbrd a inoimrch*^ fin:e/ 

Ev'n there I winna flatter ; 
For neither penrnn, poit, nor place^ 

Am I your humble debtor : 

Aoy joae reAectioa ony^ur^fla^ 

Your king^p to bespatter ; * 

Thtere's monie waur been o' thfe .rfice. 
And aibliDS ane been better 

Than you this day* 

IV. 

'Tis very trui?, m^ sovereign kingj 

My skill may weel be doubted : 
But facts are cliiels that winna ding 

An' downa be disputed : 
Your royal nest, benqatb your win^ 

Is e'en right reft an' clouted, 
And now the third pfirt of the stripgj^ 

An' lees,. will g^g about it 

Than did ae day« 

Far be't frae me that I ai^ire 

To blame your legislation, 
: Or say, ye wisdom want, or fire, 

To rule this mighty nation I 



Bat, ftidll I flittiskto tfdtiftt, My Bitt^ 

YeVe trusted Miflim^^idfi 
To chaps, wHft in ft imrti -«r byt^ 

Wad better fill thek fetmien 

VI. 

And now ye've gien auld Britain peacci 

Her broken shins to plaster ; 
Tour sair ta%tf8ioa do^s'ber fleece^ 

Till sho 1u» «e«ree n Mieir ; 
for me, thank i&tfd, ttty 4}f«'« ft fiMfo^y 

Hae bargain vregfflbg tmtet^ 
Ofi,Mtlil 1 1^5 that n^i'tfie 2o«B«> 

I shortly b«Mt to 'ptetum 

VII. 

**Oi no mistrusting Willie Pitt^ 

When taxes he entarges, 
C An' ffWs. A tt«e gntd ^ow's ^t» 

A name not ^^y spaifges) 
'^^iUitheititQBd&topay yout debt, . 

An' lessee a' your charges ; 
-^^t, GDdsafc© ! let nac iavingji$ 

Abridge yooe bonnie barges 

Ati' boalis M^ day. 

VIIL 

dieu, my Liege! may Freedom geek 
Beneath your higk jprotection ; 

*8 
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And may ye i^x: Gortuption's^ neck^ 

And gie her for dissection ! 
But since r»i here,. Til no neglect;. 

In loyal, true affection, . / 

Tfi^ pay yjDur Queen, with due respect. 

My fealty an* subjection 

. This great birth-day« 

IX. 

Ha!il Majesty f M&st ExceUent I . 

While nobles strive to please ye,^ 
Will y9 i^ciiepi a^coEnpliment 

A simple ppet gies ye ? 
Thae bonnie bairn tkne^ Heav'n h^ leBt^ ; 

Still higher may they heeze ye . [ 
1^ b^ss, till fate some day is sent, . 

For eyer to release ye 

. Fiae care thst day. 

X. 

For youj young potentate o* W ■ , >. 

I tell your Highness fairly, 
Down Pleasure's stream, wi' swelling sailsf 

I*m tauld yeVe driving rarely ; 
But some day ye ma;^ gnaw your naib, 

An' curse your folly sairly, 
That e'«r ye brak Dianas pales. 

Or rattl'd dice wi* Charlie, 

By night or day.^ 

XK 

Yet aft a ragged cotv^'s been known 
l^o mak a noble aiver; 



TSr 

So yrmty doucdy fill' a thrtfne. 
For a' their clish-ma-claver : 

Theve, hiiii* M Agincourt wha shone 
Few better were, or braver ; 

And yet, wi* funny, queer Sir John^\ 
He was an uacolsbaver 

For ttonie a day* - 

XIL 

For you, right revVend O ■■» , 

Nane sets the latrni'deeve sweetar^ 
Altho' a ribbon at your lug 

Wad been a dress completer i- • 
As ye diso#D yon paughty dog 

That bears the keys of Peter, 
Then, swith ! an' get a wife to hug. 

Or/ trottth ! ye'll stain the mitre 

Some luckless day* 

XIII. 

Toung, rojral Tarry BreekSf 1 learn, 
Ye've lately come athwart her ; ' 

A glorioua galley\ stem an' stem, • 
Weel rigg'd for Venus barker ; 

But first hang out, that she'll discern 
Your hymeneal charter, * 



•*•»• 



• King Hemy V. 

-f- S» Jf^m Falstaff, vide Shakespea^. 

% Alluding to the newspaper account of a certain royal sail- 
r*s amour. 

jar 4^ 



so* 

Then heave aboard jqiir grapple mm^ 
An', large vipa'lier quarter,: 

XIV. . 

"&, lastl^V bonnie liloiiMna a^ / . .n 

Ye rojal lamm iBoxiiyy 
Heav'n mak you guid as weel as braw:^. 

An' gie you lads a-plenty : 
But sneer nae British bay4 «^f 

For ttirngs ai^ u»co S0Mit af ; 
An' Overman gentlies t^e bu^ #3«t0\ 

lliey're better JMiH jthaa tvofi^ 0ji^ 

Qi»owta4/qr« 

God bless you ^' I consider naw» 

YeVe ttocQ asvickle dautet ; 
But, ere the course o* life be thro^. 

It may be bitter aautet ; 
An' I hae seeii their coggk fou» 

That yet hae^arrow'd at it ; 
But or the day was done, I trow,. 

The laggM) they hae clautet 

Jgii' cl#au tbat d«f]r«. 



Tag tun badttltM^d 6x6 wfttCer htfi 
The corlea qilftt tfieit tdliEttiigf plfl^, 
An' hunger'd maukhi ta^ett her Wfty 

To 1di&>yard8 grea9» 
While fthlh^Mi'dtifl^ir 2ft jkti^1i6t^^ * 

Wliflfethe has be^ 

The lee-lang dfty hltd ¥!red we ; 

And whan the day had (dosed Us fe'a^ 

J^ 1' the west^ 
Bea r tlhi^ ^penti^, tight {j^eni^lv^M^y 

I gaed to rest, 

Tlhreffe, Itoely, by iJie ingle-cheei, 
I sat and ey'd the dpewing reek, 
That fill*d wi' hoatt-protokii^g Bme^k, 

The auld clay big^r^ 
An' heard the t^ieia rattons dqtieak 

Abotit the riggia« 

All in #Al tAOttilTy tiAwtf dSme^ 
I backiratd tfmd'd on Wafted time) 

"^ ' r — '• '-- — ^— ^ ^ • iT — ^r^lHlJ^.J^^ 

* Duaut a teA0 iX Oariafi^ii At tie different divisions of *' 
%e8uvt pMd. ttee bb €b«MMi^ fa.ii« •€ MftOiMhMi^t 
HftriitioiH 



« 4 

Hdw I Hact spent my youthfu' prime, ^ 

' A^V done nae-thiivg. 
But strlngin blethers up in rhyme, 

FprfoaU tosing. 

Had I to gui4«afly|Qe but harkit^^- . . , ' 

11 might, by this, b^^. Ui a market, . 
Or Strutted in a Jbank aa'.clarkit . V 

My cash-account : 
While here, lial£-nfiad,'hal^fed, half-sarkil^. 

I9 a' the amount. 



• * • 



^ 



_'■ 1.. .•»■.-» 



I started, n^utt*nng,blQckhead! ooofL 
And heav'd on high my waukit loof, . . 
To swear by a' yon starry roof, 

Ox some rash aith. 
That I, henceforth, would be rhyme-prQ^ ^ 

Till my last breath.— 

When click ! the string the snick did draw. 
And jee ! the door gaed to the wa' ; 
An' by my ingle-lowe I saw, 

Now bleezin bright, 
A tight, outlandish Hizzie^ braw. 

Come full in sight. 

Ye need na doubt, I held my whisht ; 
The infant aith, half-formed, was crusht ; 
JLglowr'd as eerie's I'd been dusht 

In some wild glen ; 
Whea«weet^ like modest worth, she blusht/ 

And stepped ben. 



jChreen. denderi leaf-clad hoUj^'hough^ 
^ere tinbtedi gracefu'^ round her brows : 
X took her for some Scottish Muse^ 

By that same token ; 
An' come to stop those reckless vows^ 

Wou'd soon be broken* 

A * hair4>rain*d, sentimental trace/ 
Was strongly marked in her fSetce ; 
A wildly-witty rustic grace 

^ Shone full upon her; 
Her eyoi ev'n tum'd on emp^ spacei 

Beam'd keen with honour. 

Down flow'd Her robe, a tartan sheen, 
Till half a leg was scrimply seen ; 
And such a leg ! my bonnie Jean 

Could only peer it ; 
Sae straught, sae taper, tight, and clean, 

Nane else came near it. 

* 

Her mantle large, of greenish hue, 
My gazing wonder chiefly drew : 
Deep lights and shades, bold-mingling, threiyr 

A lustre grand ; 
j^nd seem'd, to my astonished view, 

A 'wdl known land. 

Here, rivers in the sea were lost ; 
There, mountains to the skies were tost: 
Here^ tumbling billows mark'd the coast, 

With surging foam ; 
£ 6 
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Th'M^ iOmm dkHM Jbtftt toftjr tmiir^ 
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Here, I^oan poured i6wA M» fiur-fetch'd fldo 
There, well-fecl Inmne sUdeff AvOm i^ 
Auld hermit A^ntaw ihro* hh woods^ 

Qd to the shore 
And many k leiser toiteiit seudtf, ' 

With seeming roiufj 

Low, in a sandf valtey spredd, 
An ancient iordug^ rear*d her he^d ; 
Still, as in Scottish stoty r^ad, 

She boasts a race^ 
To erVy nobler virtue bred, 

And polished grac^. 

By stately towV or palace fair, 
Or ruini pendent in the air. 
Bold stems of heroes, here and there,' 

I could discern ; 
Some seem*d to muse, some seemed t6 dare^ 

With feature stern^ 

My heart did glowing transport feel, 
To see a race* heroic wheel. 
And brandish round the deep-dy'd steel- 
In sturdy blows ; 
While back-recoiling seem'd to reel 

Their suthron fOed. 



*1fhe Walfecefc 



The diief on Surk^ who glorious fell. 

And he wfaotti nicMeM htt» €tsfA '^ 

• 1 1 « 

There, whcf« ft scej^d PklUh ilkaitf ^ 

Skfllk'd round h» flsfaer loirly hud, 
Imark'd a martial race, portray'd 

In coIOHis 8tron|f ; 
Bold, soldier-ftatur'd, un^may'd 

They strode alonjf. 

Thro' many d w3d romantic grov«, d 
Near many a hermit-fancy'd cove, 
(Fit haunts for friendship or for love) 

In musing mood, 

* William WaUiDB. 

t Adam WaUaeei ti UffhacdtMycautui^o tin imaiortal pir^ 
'^er of Scottish indepenflenoe. 

t Wallace, Laird of Craigie, who was second in command,. 
^^ Doaglaa, Eari of Ormond, at the fhmota hattle on tha 
^"^ of Sark, fought mm 1446. That glorious victory was 
I^^iteipallj owing to the judicious conduct and intrepid ?alour, 
^ the gallant htoA ol Cnigies wh» died'Ol his wounds after 
^action. 

§ Coilus, king of the Picts, from whom the district of Kyle 
tt said to take- its name* lies huried, as traditioir says, near the 
^■ittQj-seat of the Montgomeries of Coils-field, where his hurifi 
tface is tfkSll shown. 

)L l^MnilyauniPg* 4he Mst of the late Lord Justice Cleric* - 



with deep-rstfucli rev^fn^tj^ awe* t 
The learned sit^ ^i. sq»it a^vfy .. (:-f .; ,^ ... ,^^ 
To Nature's God imd Nature's law 

They gave their lore^ 
This idl ita source and €«id .to draw*. .. 

That) to adore- . 

■ ' ■ ' ■» 'J. 

Brt/done's brav^ wardf Lwell could spy. 

Beneath old iSc^/ia'f smiling e^e ; 
Who caird on Fame, low standing by^ , 

To hand him on, 
Where many a patriot-rtame on high. 

And hero slipne^ 

■ ' ' ' ■ . 

i)U'A;N second; ■ 

With musing-deep, astonished stare^ 
I view'd the heavenly-seeming Jair ; 
A whisp'ring throb did witness bear, 

Of kindred sweet, 
When with an elder sister's air 

She did me greets- , 

* A11 hail ! my own inspired bard I 

* In me thy native muse regard ! 

* Nor longer mourn thy fate is hard, 

* Thus poorly low I 

II I - i _ 

* Catrine, thQ seat pf the late Doctor, and present Profestvr 
Stewart. 

'f Golonel FuUartom 





* Fcome to ghe thee tiidi reWwl' 

* As we bestolr. 
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< Knoify tfie great fmtif of thii land 
^HiBs manj a light, aerial band, 
^ Whoj all bedeatk Ids high oeianiandi^ '^ 

' *'HarQioniously> 
* As arts oi ems they understandf* 

« Their labours plj. 



< They Sootia^s race among them riiare ; 
^ Some fire the soldier on to dare ; 

' Some ronfe the patriot up to bare 

* Corruption's heart : 

* Some teach the bard, a darling care, . 

• < The tunefulart. 

* 'Mong- swelling floods of reeking gore, 

* They, ardent, kindling spirits pour ; 

< Or, 'mad the venal senate's roar, 

* They, sightless, stand, . 

< To mend the honest patriot-lore, 

* And grace the hand. 

' And when the bard^ or hoary sage^^ 

* Charm or instruct the future age, 

< They bind the wild poetic rage 

* In energy, 

* Or point the inconclusive j^tige 

* Full on the eye. 

< Hence FuBarian the brave and youngs 
^ Hence Dempster's zeal-inspired tongue f^ 



. .f,HW Minstrel lays ;'*' 
* Of tore, with noble ardour stixng, 

: * Xbe tfiy^'t ba¥A( 



. I ' 



To iDWfNT nMwa a»0 Aaric^^^ ; 
^ The humbler rabka «f Hutnaa-kind^ 
' The rustic B*rd^ ihd )ab>ii>g Hiady . 

^TbeAlrtaBD; 

^ All chuse, as various they're inclin'di 

:■* Th» ¥avio«w suaiw 

*' When ydU^if waves the heavy graiiii 
^ The threat'ntug i^toiln s#iBe strongly rein t- 
^Some tea«fa to meltorate the pUin^ 

< Wi4;h tillage^skill ; 

*■ And some instruct the shepherd-train^ 

' Blithe o'er the hill. 

< Some hint the loner's harmless wile t 
*' Some grace the maiden's artless smile ;, 
^ Some sooth the lab^er's weary toil| 

* For hulaable gains, * 
^ And make his cottage-scenes beguile 

* His cc^es and pains. 

' Some, bounded to a dlsitriet-spaaei 
< Explore at large man'a infant race^ 
rTo mark the embryotic trace 

* Of rustic Bard ; 

* And cafeful note each op'ning grace^ ^ 

< A ^uide and guards- . 



^ And thii'diirtsidiias nriie I claiixiy 

^ Where once the Campbdkf chiefv of fime^ 

^t marked AfiVsbrfQ tuBcfiil (flames 

< Thy nmlBliiMuw. 



* With fiiti^4ia|^,:Ii0fl wobU 
* Foi^ ^ tiif VMe ^emiy ways, 
^ Thy ntdely-caroird, chimiDg phrase, 

' ia unootttk ih]nnfi%, 
< Pir'd at4h^ auq^i ardess li^s 

'Of«lharA 



< I saw thee aeek.tiie souadiag lhom> 
*' J^i^^ UPth the diUlbing roar ; 

< Or when the north his fleecy store 

< DjPO¥e thro' ihe4di]i^ 
*- i saw grks Nature's visage hoar 

< Struck thy y<Mtig qra» 

* Or when due deep^greai mantl'd earth 

* Waroi chirish'd evVy Aow'ret's birth, 

* And joy and music pouring forth 

f In ev'ry grove, 

< I saw thee eye the gien'ral mirth 

« Witb bottiidkBs toff^ 

' • , • ■ * . ■ 

' When riji^Wi fieMs^ and asana skiesb, 

< CaU'd fiNrtf] die tGKpm'B rustling noise>. 
^l saw thee leave their ev'ning joys, 



. ••■-•. » 

OR 

THE.KXGIiXJLY RIGHT£OUS» 



Mfy thhf ihsa thai^tmi make a rukp. 

The RigM^iygliBniii h ttfoct^ • 

The Rigid Wise aok^r ; 
The cUaneJiieetmViU e>ir wui^ig/^ 

May hoe wnefUee o* eqfin^ 
So ne'er a fiUon-cteature tlighi 

For random fits o^tUgfbN. 

96Lt>MON. — Eccles. ch, vii. ver. X^ 

I. 

O YEr wha are sae guid yotirsel| 

Sae pious and sae holy, 
TeVe nought to do but mark and tdS 

Your neebour^s faults and folly ! 
Whase llfb is like a weel-gaun mill, 

Supply^d wP store o^ water, 
The heap6t happer's'ebbing still, 

And still the clap plays clatter, 

IL 

» 

Hear me, y^ venerable core, 

As counsel for poor mortals, 
That frequent pass douce Wisd<mv'8 door 

For glaikit JPoUy's portals; 



I, foot Aw <w>riWg<ib; 9» nim ^ m l MNb 

Would here profHwa 4efi90C«9i 
Their donsie tricks, their black mistakef ^ 
Their fiulings and jabchances* 

Ye Bee j<mr>«Ma wf* ilmfiLwagfpg'4t, 

And shudder at the. xatbr^ 
But cast a<m9BMDt'a fair ceg«ni^ 

What makfi^tba i^j^bijr diS«r i. 
X)i8coiu)t what laaot occaiianfay. 

That purity ye pnde iUf 
And (what's aft mair than a* the lare) 

Your better art o* hiding. 

IV. 

Think, whaayour castigated pulse 

Gies now and then a wallop, 
What r^^gs must his veina coniruks^ 

That still eternal gallop i 
Wr wind and tide fiair i' your tailt 

Right on ye scud yo^ sea-^ayj 
But in the teeth o' baith to sail, 

It maks an unco leo-way. 

V. 

See soml life and gjise sit down. 

All joyous and unthiokiag. 
Till, quite tcAosmagrSy'd, they're gfOWA 

Debauchery and drinking : 
O would they stay to calculate 

Th' etem4 owsequ^cnctti s 



#r yetilr ntore dreaded h^ td «tal(is ' 

D-mnati«n of 6x|)ence8 ! 

Ye high, exalted, virtuous dames, 

Ty'd up in godly laces, 
Before ye pe poofJrdiU^ ttanies, 

Suppose a change o' cases; 
A dear lov'd fad, convenience snug, 

A treacherous inclination^— 
But, let me whisper i* yoi^^hig, » 

YeVe aiblin^ nae temptation. 

VIL 

Then gently scan your brother man. 

Still gentler sister woman:; 
Tho* they may gang a kennin wrai^g, 

To step aside is human : * ■ 
One point must still be greatly dark. 

The moving whi/ they they do it : 
And just as lamely can ye mark, 

How far perhaps they rue it.. 



. VIIL 

Who made the heart, *tis He alone 

Decidedly can try iis. 
He knows each chord— ats various tone. 

Each spring — its various bias : . 
Then at the balance let's be mute. 

We never can adjust It ; 
What's done we partly may compute, 

But know not what's re^f^fd^* 



>r 
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TAM SAMSOlTS* J5; 




Jin homut man*t the noblett work qfCcd* Ton* 



Has auld k********» seen flie Deil? 
Or great Itf «*##*#«#| thrawn his heel ? 
Or R*««««**j again grown wee), 

. To preach an' read ? 
* Na, waur dhan a' !' cries ilka chiel, 

. Tarn JSanuons dead !' 

K********* lang may grunt an' grane» 
An' sigh, an^ s^b, an' greet her lane. 
An' deed her bairns, man, wife, an* weaPi 

In mourning weed ; 
To death, she's dearly paid the kane. 

Tarn Samson's dead I 

« 

The brethren of the mystic level. 
May hing their head in ;woefu' bevel, 

* When this worthy old sportsman went out last nrairfowl 
iieason, he supposed it was to be, in Ossian's phrase, ' the last 
of his fields ;* and expressed an ardent wish to die and be buried 
in the muirs. On this hint the author composed his el^y and 
ejataph. 

"f A certain preacher, a great favourite with the million. 
Vide the Ordination, stanza II. 

X Another preacher, an equal favourite with the few, who 
was at that time ailing. For him see also tht Ordination; 
«taiusa 1%A 
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llVUle bx d^eir noie the ^rs will revd^ 

■ ^ ^ lake «i^ B^d-; 
Death's gien the lodgc^an unco devel, 

Ta!n~ SiuiiiidlE^l^deftd 1 



When Winter muffies ttp liis cloak, 
And binds the mire up like a rock ^ 
When ttjrthe loughs Ae curlers B6t)C{ 

Wi^ gleesbme speedy 
Wha will.they statfon at the cmAf 

Tlim Saaauia*B deadi 

He was the king, o* a' the' cdre. 
To guard, or draw, or wick a bora^ 
Or up th^ rink like c/Mm rbaip 

Iti'time of neied; 
But now'he lags' on death's 'Aog-^^o^^^ 

TinoQ Sttftisoh's dead ! 

Now safe diie stately sawtnbnt sail, 
And trouts bedropp'd wi' crimson hail, 
And eels wed ken'd for souple tail, 

And geds for greed, 
Singe dark in death's j£s^-cree^ we wail. 

Tan Saaason deadI 

Rigdce, ye birring paitricki a' ; 
Ye cootie moorcocks, crousely craw ; 
Ye maukins, cock your fud fu' braw, 

Withouten dread ; 
Ymu) movtal fae is now awa', 

Tarn Samson's dead^l 



91^ 

• Saw him in thoolftn giiilli ftdom'd. 
While pointers round impatient bum'd 

fVM OMplet freed ; 
But, och ! he 9Md and ne*er retum'dl 

• Tam 6atooo*8 dead « 

In vain auld a§e hit bodj batttrti 
In vain the gont hiB aaclei fetters ; 
In vain the burns came down like waters. 

An iorebrtudl 
Now ev*iy auld wife, greetioy claltcny 

Tam fiamsoB's deadi . . 

Owre many a weary hag he limpit, 
-An' ay the tithes shot he thumpit. 
Till coward death behind him juropit 

Wi' deadly feide ; 
Now he proclaims, wi' tout o' trumpet, 

Tam Samson's dead ! 

m 

When at his heart he felt the dagger, 
He reel'd his woated bottle-swagger, 
But yet he drew the mortal trigger 

"Wi' weel-aim'd heed ; 
Li— d, five !' he cried, an' owre did stagger; 

Tam Samson^s dead ! 

Ilk hoary hunter mourn'd a brither ; 
Ilk sportsman youth bemoan'd a father ; 
Yon auld gray stane, amang the heather^ 

Marks out his head, 
-roXf* III. V 



Whare Bums ha* wrote, in rhyming blether, 

Tani Saiium's dead! 

There low he lies, m'^asting rest ; 
Perhaps upon his mouldVing breast, * ' r. > 
Some spitefu' muirfbwi bigis her tiest. 

To hatch an' breed ; 
Alas ! nae mair> he'll them moleat ! 

' Tarn Samson's dead! 

t 
t • • ■ 

When August winds the heather wave. 
And sportsmen .wander by yon grove. 
Three volleys let hia mem'ry criive 

O* pouther an' lead, 
Till Echo answer frae her cave, 

Tarn Samson's dead I 

Heav'n rest his saul, where'er he be ! 
Is th* wish 0* mony mae than mc : 
He had twa faults, or may be three, 

Yet what remead ? 
^e social, honest man want we : 

Tarn Samson's dead ! 



•• 
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THE EPITAPH- 

Tam Samsoh's weel worn clay here lies, 

Ye canting zealotSy spare him ! 
If honest wortih in heaven rise, 

^Te'U mend, or ye win near him* 

PER €ONTRA- 

Go, Fame, and canter like a £lly 
Thro* a* the streets an^ neuks o' Kittie^* 
Tell every social, honest billie 

To cease his grievin. 
For yet, unskaith'd by death's gleg guUie, 

Tam Sams(m*i Uvin. 

* jnHif U a pbrtse the c^ont^-folki fomeUmes use for Kil^ 
mKooekt 
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THE following Poem will, by many readers, be well «m 
understood ; but for the sake of those who are unacquai 
with the iziann0|99 aqd tr^Hioiu 9f the imintrjr wlwip 
scene is cast, notes 9^ ^C^^ ta.|;pLve som^ accQimt of 
principal charms and sjpells of th^t night, so l^g w|t)| 
phecy to the peasantry in the west of Scotlapd. I7i9 T^ 
of prjing into futurity' nutke^ a striking part of the hlsfoi 

I 

iiuman nature in its rude state, in all ages and nations ; 
it may be some enter^^iaipe^t tK> f ' jMosophic mind, if 
such should honour the author ><rith a perusal* tQ seeS^ 
mains of it, among the mpre unealightened in oiigr oynv 

HALLOWEEN,* . 

Yes ! let th^ rich deride^ theproui dudc&K, 
Tlie simple pleasures of the lowly train ; 
To me more dear^ cifngenial to myjieart. 
One native charms tJum all the gloss of art,' 

G0LDS2iaTB. 



^ 



I. 

Upon that night, when fairies light. 

On Cassilis JDofjonans^ dance, 
Or owre the lays, in splendid blaze> 

On sprightly coursers prance ; 
Or for Colean the route is ta'en 

Beneath the moon's pale bean(is ; 

• Is thought to be a night when witches, devils, iftjd o 
raischief-making beings, are all abroad on their baneful, 1 
night errands ; particularly those aerial people, the Fairies, 
said on that night, to hold a grand anniversary. 

•j- Certain little, romantic, rocky, green hills, in the ne 
bQurhood of the ancient seat of the Earls of CassiUs. 
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There up die cove,* to stray an' rove 
Amang the rocks an streams 

To sport tbat nighCr 

XI. 

Anurng ihe bonnie winding banks 

Where Doon rms, wimplin^ dear^ 
Where BnucEf anca rul*d the miuriial rank% 

An' ahook the Carrick spear, 
Some merrjTy friendly, eouotra folks^ 

Together did convene. 
To hum their nits, an' pou their stocks^ 

An' hand their Hallo/u>een 

Fu' blithe than night» 



■ »i 
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III. 

I^e lasses feat, an^ cleanly neat, 

Mair braw than when they're fine 5 
Their faces blithe, fu* sweetly kythe, 

Hearts leal, an' warm, an' kin' : 
The lads sae trig, wi' wooer-babs, 

Weel knotted on their garten, 
Some unco blate, an' some wi' gaba^ 

Gar lasses' hearts gang startin 

Whiles fast at night* 



* A noted catem near Cotean-houae, called the Cove of ^0* 
^\ which, as Cassilis Downans, is famed in country story for 
'Wag a firvourite haunt of foiries. • ' '•" 

t The famous flunily of that name, the aitcestofs of VioM£Vt,- 
**p^ deih^er of Ws country, were Earls of Carri<*. 

pa 
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IV. 

Then first and foremost, thro* the kai?;; ' 

Their stacks* maun. a' be sought ance ; 
They steek their een, an' graip an* wale. 

For muckle anes and straught anes* 
Poor hav'rel Will fell aff the drift,. 

An' wandered thro* the boxv-kailf 
An* pow't, for want o' better shift, 

A runt was like a sow tail, 

Sae bow't that night. 

Then, straughlt or crooked, yird of nane^. 

They roar an' cry a' throu'ther ; 
The vera wee things todlin, rin 

Wi* stocks out-owre their shouther ; 
An* gif the custocs sweet or sour, 

Wi* joctelegs they taste them*; 
Syne coziely, aboon the door, 

Wi* cannie care, lhey*ve plac*d them 

To lie that night. 

"y 

• The first ceremony of Halloween is, pulling each a stock, 
or plant of kail. They must go out, hand in band, with eyes 
.shut, and pull the first they meet with. Its being big or little, 
straight or crooked, is prophetic of the size and shape of the 
grand object of all their spells-^-the husband or wife. If aay 
ytr49 or earth, stick to the root, that is tocJicr, or fortune ; and 
the state of the custoc, that is the heart of the stem, is indi^« 
tive of the natural temper and disposition. Lastly, the stems, 
OT.tp give them their ordinary appellation, the ruuUy am placed 
somewhere above the head of the door ; and the Christian nameii 
of the people whom chance brings into the house, are, according 
to the priopty of placing the runts^ the names in question. 
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VL- 
The lasses staw irae 'niang them a' 

To pou thrir sUdh- o* corn ;* 
But Rab slips out, an' jinks dbout, 

Behint the muckle thorn : 
He grippet Nelly hard an* fast ; 

Loud skirld a' the lasses ; ^ 
But her tap-fickle maist was lost. 

When kiutlin in the fause housef 

Wi' him that night* • 

VIL 

The auld guidwife*s weel-hoordet m^^ 

Are round an' round divided. 
And monie lads and lasses' fates. 

Are there that night decided : 
Some kindle, couthie, side by side, 

An' bum thegither trimly : 

* They go- to the barn^yard, and pull each, at three several 
timee, a stalk of oats. If the third stalk wants the iop^kUt 
that is, the grain at the top of the stalk, the parly in question 
will come to the marriagc^bcd any thing but a maid. 

t When the corn is in a doubtful state, by being tooiffreen, 
or wet, the ttack-buildcr, by means of old timber, &c. makes a 
hffg* apartment in his .stack, with an opening in the side which 
ift fairest exposed to the wind ; this he calls afaute-Iiouse, 

t Burning the nuts is a famous charm. They name the lad 
sBd lass to each particular nut, as they lay them in the fire, and 
accordingly as they burn quietly together, or start from beside 
*Be another, the course and issue of the courtship will be»- 

F 4 



Some start awa wi' saucy •'pnde^ 
And jump out-oitrre Uve chisitie 

Fti' high that »ght,, 

Jean slips in twa wil tentie e'ie ; 

Wha 'twas she wadna tell ; 
But this is Jock^ aii^ this is m^i 
- She says into-hersel : 
He bleez'd owre her, and she tmtt him^. 

As they wad never mair part ; 
Till fuff ! he started up thc^ lum, 
An' Jean had ^'en a sair heart 

To see't that night. 

IX. 

Poor Willie, wi' his btTw^kail runt, 

Was bi'unt wi' primsie Mallie ; 
An* Mallie, nae doubt, took the drunt;. 

To be compared to- Willie : 
Malfs nrt lap out wi* pridefu' fling, 

An* her ain fit it brunt it ; 
While Willie lap^ and swoor by jing, 

'Twas just the way he wanted 

To be that night. 

X. 

Nell had the fause-house in her mia'y 
She pits herser, an' Rob in ; 

In loving bleeze they sweetly join, 
Till white in ase they're sobbin,: . 






US 

Seirs beart was dahdn St tlie.vi8«r. 

She whisper'd Rob to lenk for't s 
Bob, fttowlinsy prie'd her bonnie mot^ 

Ftt* cozie in the neuk for't, 

Unseea that nighj^ 

XI. 

But Merran sat behbt their badqn 

Her thoughts on A&dretr'Bell: 
She lea'es them gashin at their crack%r ..! 

And dips out by heraeil : ' ' -^ 

She thro*^ the yard the neareit talof^. 

An* to the kiln 8h« gOQB then. 
An* darkiins grapit for the batits, 

And in the blue-due* throws then, 

Sight fear't that nigh(» 

XII. 

An' ay she win't, an' ay she swat^ 

I wat she made nae jaukin : 
Till something held within the pat; 

Guid L-^ ! but she was quokin I 
But whether 'twas the Deil himself 

Or whether 'twas a bauk en, 

. 1 1— ii — ^ 

• Whoever would, with success, try this spell, must strictly 
•bserve these directions : Steal out, all alone, to the Ari/n, and, 
«kurkling, throw into the pot a clue of blue yam ; win4 it.in a 
new clue off the old one ; and, towards the latter end, 'tomt- 
thing will hold the thread, demand, tifhd hattdtf i. e. who holds? 
m snsw^er will be returned from the kiln-pot^ by nanniu ^^ 
Qjtfk^itn and surname of your future spoint .^ 



Qt whether it WM Andrew Belt/ 
She did na wait on talksn 

To spier thai night..^ 

XIH. 

Wee Jenny to her Graunie aaya, 

* Will ye go wi* me, Graunie ? 
*■ 1*11 eat the applet at the glassy 

* I gat frae unclef Johnie;' 
She fotTt her pipe wi' sic-a lunt,^ 

In wrath she was sae vap'rin, .. 
She notic*t na, an aizle brunt i 
Her braw new worset apron 

Out thro' that nights 

XlVi. 

* Ye little skelpie-limmer's face ! 

* How daur you try sic sportin, 

* As seek the foul Tliief ony place, - 

* For him to spae your fortune : 

* Nae doubt but ye may get a sight ! 

* Great cause ye hae to fear it ; 

* For monie a ane has gotten a fright, 

< An' liv'd an' di'd deleeret 

* On sic a night, 

XV. 

* Aeiairst afore the Sherra-moor, 

* I mind'tas weel's yestreen, 



• 'I 



* Take'a candle, and go alone to a looking-glass; eat ^ ap* 
pie before it, and some traditions say, you should comb your 
Hair all the time ; the face of your conjugal companion, to he,. 
will be seen in the glass, a%if peeping over y.our shoulder^ 



* I wti a gilp#> then, I'm nm « 

* I was na past fyfteen : 

* The timnunr had been cauld an' wBt|t 

< Aa' stuff was unco green ; 

* An' ay a rantin kirn we gat| 

^ An' just qA HaUffween 

. « It fell that nighe. 

XVI. 

' Our stibble-rig was Rab M'Graea, 

* A clever, sturdj fiillow ; 

* He's sin gat Eppie Sim wi' wean, 

* That liY*d in Achuuu^lla : 

' He gat hemp seed^* I inind it weel, « 

* An' he made unco light o*t v ' 

* But monie a day was bj^ himself 

* He was sae sairly Irighted 

* That vera night,' 

XVIL 

Then up gat fechtin Jamie Fleck, 

An' he swoor by his conscience, 

■ ■ ■■■ ..-I 1... ■■■■II. I ■— J . 

* Steal out, unperceivcd, and sow a handful of hemp-seed; 
harrowing it with any thing you can conveniently draw after 
joo. Repeat now and thert, • Ilcnip-seed I saw thee ; hemp«> 

* seed I saw thee ; and him (or her) that is to be my true-love» 

* come after me and poa tbee/ Look over your left shoulder^ 
and you will see the appearanes- of the person invoked, ip. thp 
attitude of pulling- hemp. . Some traditions say, * come after me, 
and shaw thee,* that is, show thyself : in which case it simply 
appeare. Others omit the harrowing, and say, * come ailer mv,- 
and harrow theei* 



IH'atlie could saix) JimpMii^ ft^^Nl^l-iy -^ ^i -.'.:/ 
For it was a* butnonstlMec ^f' '' 

The auld guMMati^rMigto dMTti tbt pvd^ c4 i 
An' out a handfu' gkdhitti'; V 

Syne bad him slip fra«l''n«Dg tUd fiA^ / -;< ' i. * 

leu nae a»«'M€'^' 

i 



Sometime wlieu nae a»0'Me'4tlikfi^' • :i^ ' 



"' A&*'l^1k4faat highu 



H« marches dm*^ atuang lie adki^ v 
Tho' he was something slutli% 

The graip he fior aA^frre^fak^^' 
An' haurls at hi» eaf pm i 

An' ev'ry now aa' then, he- sajw^ 

< Hemp-seed I' saw ^lee, 

* An' her that is te be mj £as0, 

< Come after me, and draw thte^ 

*' As hst this xlightt 

XIX. 

He whistl'd up Ijwd Lenfk>&' marrii> 

To keep his courage cheery ; 
Altho' his hair began to arch, 

He was sae fley'd an* eerie : 
Till presently he hears a squeak, 

Aa! then a gprane an' gruatle ;. 
lie* by his shouthcp gae a keek,. 

An' ttmiU'd wi' 9 wintle 

Out-owre that nigte. 

' XX. 

He roar'd a horrid murder-sliout; 
In dreadfu' desperation !- 



jf 
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ito' young an* auld Can riAHinotti^. 

An' hear the sad narration i 
He swoor 'tiras hilchin Jean MH^raniP^i. 

Or crouchie Mcrran Humphfe, 
Till stop ! she trottadthro* thetti 9! ;\ . .-. \ 

An' whawaa itibnt GHunpkit . - :/, .;:.- ir/. 

Aat 'i^htl 



Meg fain wad tir the imm gaeti, . 

To xoin ikrm wecbit ti nmsMmg^^ 
But for td meet the deil her lanc^ 

She pat but little £uUi in : 
She gies the herd o pickle nita^ 

An' twa red checkit applev^ 
To watch, while for the bam she aetSf 

Xn hopes to aee Tam Kipplea 

That Tcr^i ni^t* 

XXIL 

She turns the key wi' cannie thraw. 
An' owre the threshold ventores ; 

* This charm mast likewise be perfonned unperceivedt and 
alone. You go to the })%rn^ and open both doors, taking them 
off the hinges, if possible ; for there is danger, that the Mi^, 
about to appear, maj shut the doors^ and do yottsome nuschief. 
Then take tiist instiumc at used in winnowing the com, which* 
in oar ocNuitry diideeC, we caU a xnedkt ; and go through all the 
•ttitadfcs. of letting down com alpantt the wind. Repeat it thiee 
tioMo; and the third t^oie ah apparition wiH pass through tha 
baroy in at the windy door, and out at the ath^, having both the 
figure in question, and the appearance or retinue, marking thQ^ 
om^Joyaieat or station in life. 



But first on Sawnie gies ivoaV •- ' '' • s'-i-o?. *i\£\ 
Syne bauldly in (Bheenten;- ii-. . •: . / 

A ro^^aii ratcM np the waV ; ! 

An* she cry'd^ L-A*d preserve her I j ♦ 

An* ran thro'.'midden-holelan' a', - i « 

An* pray*d wi' seal an' fenrour^ . 5.;!. ,..■ 
: Wftstthaftnight* 

xxin. 

They hoy't out Will, wi* sair advice ; •. v 

They hecht bun some fine braw ane ; 
It chanc'd the stack heJhddanCd thrice^^ 

Was timmer propt foor thrawin ; ^; , 

He taks a swirlie auld moss-oak, 

For some black, grousome carlin ; 
An' Joot a winze, an' drew a stroke. 

Till skin in blypes came haurlin 

AfiTs nieves that night*- 

XXIY. 

A wanton widow Leezie was, 

As canty as a kittlen ; 
But och ! that night, aroang the shaws, 

She got a fearfu' settlin ! 
She thro* the whins, an' by the cairn. 

An* owre the hill gaed scrievin. 



* Take an opportunity of going, unnotieed, to a Bear^tUtck^ 
and fathom it three times round. The last fathom of the last 
time you will catch in your arms the appearance of yourfutore. 
conjugal yoke-follow. 
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mare three lairdt* hml$ mtt (U a bmrn,^ 
To dip her left tark-sleeve in. 

Was bent that night. 

Whjles owre u 4i|iii.the bumie playi(. . ; ,. . ' 

Aa thro' the glen it wimpl't ;■, 
Whyles round a rocky scar it straya; 

Whylet in a wiel it dimpl't ; «^ 

Whyles glit^r'd to the nightly rajra, 

Wi' bickering, dancing dazzle : 
Whyles cookit underneath the braes, 

Beloir the spreading hazel, 

Unseen tliat night. . 

XXVI. 

Amang the brachens, on the brae,- 

Between her tsiji* the moon, 
The deil, or else an outler quey, 

Gat up an' gae a croon ; 
Poor Leezie's heart maist lap the hool ; 

Near lav'rock height she jumpit, 
But mist a fit, an* in the pool 

Out-owre the liigs she pliimpit, 

Wi* a plunge that night. 

* Yon go out, one or more, for this is a social spell, to a 
aoath-mnning spring or rivulet, where * three lairds* lands meet»' 
•nd dip your left shirt sleeve. Go to bed in sight of a- fire, and 
bang jour wet deeve faefore.it to dry« Lie awake ; . and, some 
time near midnight, an apparition, having the exact figure of 
the grand object in question, will come and turn the sleeve, as if 
to dr;|[ the other side of if. 



fix ordofy oti the dCi&A'h^ftrnr-'StiBt^ : 

The luggiei rttee* are mnged. 
And ev'ry time great care is ta'en. 

To gee them duly diaftged ; 
Auld uncle Jdltt;Trha t^dfirckV^oyii^ -'^ ;"* '. 

Sin* Mar S'^ear diA dfeiiire, 
Because he git tHe toonx-Kifsh tftric6^' ' 

He heav^^A them cm the fire 

la wtath that night: 

XXVIHi 

WV merry gangs, an* fHcndfy craeb| - ' 

I wat they did na weaty ; 
An' unco tales, an' funnie jokes, 

Their sports were cheap an' cheery ; 
Till buttered so'ns^f wi' fragrant lunt, 

Set a' their gabs a-steerin ; 
Sync wi' a social glass a* strunt, 

They parted aff careerin 

Fu' blithe that night. 



/ . 
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* Take three dishes : put clean Water in one, foul waiter in ano-t^ 
ther, leave the third empty : blindfold a person, and lead him tQ 
the hearth where the dishes are ranged ) he (or she) dips the left 
hand : if by chance in the clean water, the future husband or 
wife will come to the bar of matrimony a maid ; if in the foul, 
*. widow ; if in the empty dish, it foretells, with equal certainty, 
HO marriage at all. It is repeated three times, an4 every time 
the arrangement of the dishes is altered, 
•f* Sowens, with butter instead of milk to themi i» nlwajs the 
ffftlkrietcn Svpptr* 
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TUB MVO PARBTEm 

NEW-YEAH MOnmVfO I^ALUTATION 

TO krs 

AULD MABK MAGGIE; 

■ ■ ■ ' * 

Ymr. 

A Guid Ntw^f^nr I iHih tKee Maggi« ! 
Hae, there's a ripp to tby MiM baggie : 
Tho' thou's how-backie, nofr, an' knaggie^ 

Thou could h«e gfte*' like dftfe Muggfe" 

Ofrt*owi« the lay. ' 

The' now th<m'9 dowie, kiff^ an* cMurf , 
An' th^rauld hide's as whitens a daisy, 
I've seen thee dappl't, sleeky and glaizie,,. 

A \36tmy gray : 
He should been t^^ that dawf't to raiTse the^ 

Ance in a day. 

Thou ance was i' the foremast rank, 
AfMy buirdly, steers, an' swank, 
An' set weel down a shapely shank. 

As 6'ec* tiread yird ! 
An' could hae flown out-owre a staftk. 

Like omo bird. 

It's now some ii H iC '- a n^twenty year; 
Sin' thou was my guid- father** meere ;. 
He gied roe thee, o' tocher clear. 

An' fifty mark r 
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Tho' it was 8ma\ 'twas weeUwon gear. 

An- thou was stark. 

When fii^t I gaed to woo my Jenny^ 
Ye then was trotthx wi' your minhie : 
Tho' ye was trickie^ slee an' funnie; ' 

Ye ne*er was doatie ; 
But hamelyy tawie^ quiet, Wk cannie^< 

An' unco soQsie. 

- • 

t ' • . ■ ' 

That day, ye prfinc'd wi mockle pride^ 
When ye bure hame my bonnie hriie : 
An* sweet an' gracefu' she did ride, 

Wi' maiden air ! 
Kyle Stetoari I could bragged wide,. . 

For sic a pair. 

Tho' now ye dow but hoyte and hobble, 
An* wintle like a saumont^coble. 
That day ye was a jinker noble, 

For heels an* win* ! 
An' ran them till they a* did wauble^ 

Far^ far behin*. 

When thou anM were young and skeigh, 
An* stable-meals at fairs were dreigh. 
How thou wad prance', an snore, an' skreigb. 

An' tak the road ! 
Town's bodies ran, an' stood abeigli. 

An*' ca^ thee mad. 

When thou was cern't, an' I was mellow. 
We took the road ay like a swallow ;, 
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Ax Brooses diou had.ne'er a fellow; ' 

For pith an' gpeed ;. 

But ev*Tj tail thou pay!t them hoilovr, 

• Whare'er thoa gaed*. 

The sina*, dcoop->niiiiprty hunter cattlei 
Might aibliofl waur*t thee for a brattle : 
But sax Scotch nliles thou try't their mettle^ 

An' gar*t them whaizle ; 
Nae whip nor spur> but just a wattle 

O' taugh or hazel. 

Thou was a nohieJUtieJan^f 

As e'er in tug or tow was. drawn !* 

Aft thee an' I^ in aught hours gaun^ 

On guid March weather^ 
Hae tum'd sax rood beside our lian'^ 

For days thegither. 

Thou never braindg't, an' fecb't, an' fliskit. 
But thy auld tail thou wad hae whiskit, 
An' spcead abreed thy weeUfili'd brisket, 

Wi* pith and pow'r 
Till spritty knowes wad rair't and risket. 

An' slypet owre. 

When frosts lay lang, an' snaws were deep> 
An' thrcaten'd labour back to keep, 
I gied thy tog a wee-bit heap 

Aboon the timmer ; 
I keii'd my Maggie wad na sleep 

For tha^ or wmer^ 
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In cart or car tboH neviear reeM;it r 
The steyest brae thoii wad hae fac't it ; 
niou never lap^ and stea't, ami btoamitf 

TIretf stood «<y blaw $ 
But just thy step a wee thing hastit^ 

Tbdtt snooft awa 

Four gaUane brutes as o'«r did draw; 
Forbye sax mUf I-ve sc^Ft away 

That tlioa hast nurst : 
They drew me thretteen pund an^ twa^ 

The >era warst. 

Monie a sair daurk we tws hae wroagh^ 
Aa* wi' the weary war!' £Might I 
An' monie an anxious day I thought 

We wad be beat ! 
Yet here to crazy age were brought, 

Wi' something yet* 

And think na, my auld, trusty servati^' 
That now perhaps thou's less d^servin, 
An' thy auld days may end in starvini 

For my last^w, 
A hSapit stimpartf I'll reserve ane 

Laid by for you* , 

We've worn to crazy years thegither ; 
We'll toyte about wi' ane anither ; 
Wi' tentie care Vlk Ail thy tether, 

T« soiae haia'd rig^ 



iir 

Wbare ye mtf noUy m yw kittiar» 

Wi' niui' fiitigae. 



« • 



TO A MOUSJE- 

On fuming her up in her Nest tiith the Plough^ N^* 

vember, 1785. 

WsE, sleekit, cow'rin, timVous beaiti^ 
O, what a panic's in thy br^asUe ! 
Thou need na start awa sac hasty, 

Wi' bickering brattle ! 
I wad be laith to rin an* chase thee, 

Wi' murd'vin^ fottlc t 

I'm truly sorry nmn's dOminioii 
Has broken Nature's social union^ 
An' justifies that ill opinion 

Which makes thee startle 
At me, thy poor earth-bom companion, 

Axi Jellcm-mQrtaL i 

I doubt na, whyles, but thou may thievo \ 
What then ? poor bea&tie> than mauu live ! 
A daimen icJcer in a ihrave 

'S a sma' requests 
.I'll get a blessin wi' the larc. 

And never iviss't ! 

Thy wee bit housie^ too, in luin I 
Its silly wa's the win's are atrewin ! 
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An' naething^ wm^ to big a new mit| 

O'foggage green 1 

An' bleak December's winds ensuin^ 

BtaA snell and keen ! 

Thou saw the fields laid bare an' waste. 
An' weaiy winter comin £ast, 
An' cozie here, beneath the blast. 

Thou thought to dwell. 
Till crash 1 the cruel cauher past 

Out thro' thy cell. 

That wee bit heap o' leaves an* stibble^ 
Has cost thee mony a. weary nibble 1 
Now thou'sturn'd out, for a' thy trouble. 

But house or hald, 
To thole the winter^s sleety dribble, 

An' cranreugh cauld ! 

But, Mousie, thou art no thy lane, 
In provingyor^^ig^^^ may be vain : 
The be§t laid schemes o' mice an' men, 

Gang aft a-gly. 
An' lea'e us nought but grief and pain, 

For promis'd joy. 

Still thou art blest, compar'd wi* mef 
The present only toucheth thee : 
But, och ! I backward cast my e'e 

On prospects drear ! 
An* forward, tho' I.canna see, 

I guess wa*Jear. 



* « 



WINTER NIGHT. 



ThMi hide the pcMi^ilfthiifiiikMMprmi 
Mam ahaU your hotueless heedst and uftfed ndee, 
Yfmr hofd amd windap^d raggedness dtfend yom 
Fntm MMMOni vuh a$ thete %^~ 

SHAXXspiAmm 



Whxn bitmg Boreat, fell and doure, 
Sharp shivers thro' the leafles bow> ; 
When Phoebtts gies a short-liv'd glow'r 

Far south the lift, 
Sixn-dark'oing thro' the flaky show'r^ 

Or whirling drift : 

Ae night the storm the steeples rocked. 
Poor labour sweet in sleep was locked, 
While burns, wi' snawy wreeths up-choked, 

Wild-eddying swirl, 
Or thro' the mining outlet bocked, 

^ Down headlong hurl. 

List'ning, the doors an' winnocks rattle, 
I thought me on tbe^oorie cattle, 
Or silly sheep, w|ia bide this brattle 

O' winter war, 
And thro' the drift, deep-lairing sprattle, 

Beneath a scar. 



♦ 

Ilk happing bird, wee, helpless things 
That, in the mdrfy m«ntlM o^ ipi'iiigy 
Delighted me to hear thee sing, 

What comes o' thee ? 
"Whare wilt thgu oow'r th^ gfai tiering WiMfi . . * 

An* dose thy e'e ? 

Ev'n you on murd'ring errands toiTd, 
XfOxy^ froro your savage homes exil'd, 
The blood stain*d r4>ost, and sheep-cote spoil'd^ 

My heart forgets, 
While pitiless the tempest wild 

Sore on you bealis* . 

Now Pkcebe, in her midnight reign. 
Dark mufH*d, view'd the dreary plain ; 
Still crowding thoughts, a pensive train, 

Rose in my soul, 
WTien on my ear this plaintive strain, 

Slow, solemn, stole — 

* Blow, blow, ye winds, with heavier gust ! 
' And freeze, thou bitter-biting frost ! 

* Descend, ye chilly, smothering snows ! ^ 

* Not all your rage, as now united, shows 

< More hard unkindness, unrelenting, 
* Vengeful malice unrepenting, ^ 

< Than heav*n-illumin*d man on brother man bestows ! 
* See stern Oppression's iron grip, 

* Or mad Ambition's gory hand, 

< Sending, like blood-hounds from the slip, 

* Woe, Want, and Murder o'er a land] 
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' !Ey'n in the peaceful rural vale, 

* Truth, in^eping, tells the mournful tale, 
low pamper'd luxury, flattery by her side, 
^ The parasite empoisoning her ear, 

* With all the servile wretches in the rear, 
-ooks o'er proud property, extended wide ; 

* And eyes the simple rustic hind, 

* Whose toil i|pholds the glitt'ring show, 

* A creature of another kind, 

* Some coarser substance, unrefined, 
^^'dfor her lordly use thus far, thus vile below 
^^ere, where is love's fond, tender throe, 
With lordly honour's lofty brow^ 

The pow'rs you proudly own ? 
*s there beneath love's noble namci 
' Can harbour, dark, the selfish aim, 
* To blew himself alone 1 

* Mark maiden-innocence a prey 

' Te love-pretending snares, 
' This boasted honour turns away, 
' Shunning soft pity's rising sway, 
Regardless of the tears, and unavailing pray'rs 1 
' Perhaps, this hour, in mis'ry's squalid nest. 
She strains your infant to her joyless breast, 
od with a mother's fears shrinks at the rocking 
blast! 

* Oh ye ! who, sunk in beds of down, 
Feel not a want but what yourselves create, 
rhink, for a moment, on his wretched fate, 

* Whom friends and fortune quite disown ! 
11-satisfy'd keen nature's clam'rous call, 

* Stretch'd on his straw he lays himself to sleep, 

. III. 6 
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' While thro' the ragged roof and chinky wi 

< Chill o'er his slumber's pilei the drifty h 

< Think on llie dungeon's grim confiner 

' Where gulk and poor miafortune pine 

* Guilt, erring man, relenting view 1 

* But shall thy legal rage pursue 

' The wretch, already crushed low 
' By cruel fortune'i undeserved blow? 
* Affliction's son's are brothers in distress, 
■ A brother to relieye, how exquisite the bl 

I heard nae raoir, for Chantideer 
^ook off the pouthery anaw. 

And hail'd the mqrning with a diecr, 
A cottage-rousing craw. 

I)ut deep this truth impren'd mj 

Thro' all hii works abroad. 
The heart benevolent and kind, 

The most resembles Gon. 
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WaitB winds fr«*a^.d«vlng««"^^' 

li- 
lt-. baxfflyi^*^fJ;IeC\«f^' 

To keep, at **""?*• " ate ^"^^^ ' » 
^ » how things ai" . ^ant, 

^*''' nfe on countless tW 

»Vbile cooU ou ^gj^ t . ^ 

And kennaV^w^o-^^ 

^ — ■ tf the cluD a* 
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But, i>nme, lad, ne'ec flidi joat head) 
no'wfth^e little M«r. _., 

Ai lang'i we'rt hale aa'A fi^: 
' Ma*- i^9;ai- tif'&i'tt?* ' ' 

ACM ugem'eHbiai B teg, 
the £»( 0^, lU^ilkM b^^ ' 

III. 

'To lie in kilns apd barns at c'cn 
When biincsarc craz'ri, and bluid is ihin. 

Is, doubtless, great dislress! 
Yet then content could mttka us blest; 
E»'n then, soractimeB we'd snatch a taste 

Of truest happinesB, 
Hie lijiiest heart tliafs free frae 8* ^ 

Intended fraud,cf£Qile,,. ^ ■ -j 
However fortune kick tiie baV . 
Has ay some cause to sniile. 
And mind still, ;ou1I fiud^tilli 

A comfort this nae snia* ; 
Kae mair then, we'll care then, 
Nae farther can we- $1,'. 

:,;^ /iv: -'■.- 

What tho', like eommooers of air, ■ 
We wsip4er out, w^ kaow not where, 

But either house er hnl'? 
Yet nature's charnis^.thc hills and woods. 
The s^feeping val6s' and foaming floods, 
' Are free alike to art. ' 
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^^ ^iy$ whoa da^ies deck the ground^' 

AqcI blackbirds wiiisde clear, 
Wilfi honest joy our hearts will bounds 
To see the coming year : 
On braes ivhen we please, then, 

We*il sit an* sowth a tune ; 
Syne rhyme till't, we'll time tiirt. 
And sing't when we hae done. 

V. 

^^ no in titles nor in rank ; 

^^^ no in wealth like Lon'on bank» 

To purchase peace and rest ; 
^^ 3 no in making muckle mair i - 
^^*^ no in books ; it's no in lear, 

To make us truly blest : 
^ happiness haef not her seat 
And centre in the breast, 
'^e may be wise, or rich, or great, 
£ut never can be blest : 

Nae treasures, nor pleasures, 
Could make us happy lang ; 
The heart ay's the part ay. 
That makes us right or wrang. 

VI. 

Think ye, that sic as you and I, 

Wha drudge and drive thro' wet an' dry, 

\Vi' never-ceasing toil ; 
Think ye, are we less blest than they, 
M?'ha scarcely tent us in their way, 
As hardly worth their while ? 

g3 
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Aht t hoir tft in luuightf nooJ^ 
God's creatii9es4bey oppreat ^ 
Or else, negleetifig a' that'ft guid^ 
They riot in excess ! 
Baith ovdeie^eiiA fearless 
Of either heav'n or biell I- 
Esteetningy -and deeming^ 
It*a a' an idle talel 

vn. 

Then let us cfaeerfa' aoquiesco r 
Nor make our scanty pleasures les^ 

By pinnig at Qur state ; 
And, even should* nisfbrtuoof cooity 
I here wha sif/ hae met wi- some» 

An's thankfu' for them yet. ^ 
They gie the wit of age to youth ; 

They let us ken oursel ; 
They make us see the naked truthy 
The real guid and ill. 
The' losses, and crosses. 
Be lesions right severe. 
There's wit there, ye'll get there^ 
Ye'll find nae other where^ 

VIM. 

But tent mc, Davict ace o' hearts !' 

(To say aught lesa wad wrang the cartes^ 

And flatt'ry I detest) 
This life has joys for you and I ; 
And joj's that riches ne'er could buy ;. 

And joys the very best*. 



:i 
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There's a* the pleasure* o' the hearfp 

The lover an* the frien* ; 
Te hae your Megt your dearest part. 
And I, my darling Jean I 
It warms me, it charms mci 

To mention but her natne : 
It heats me, it beets me. 
And sets ote a* on flame ! 

IX, 

O all ye Pow'rs who rule above ! 
^ Thou, whose very self art love 

Thou know'st my words sincere ! 
1*he life-blood streaming thro* my heart, 
^r my more dear immortal part, 

is not more fondly dear ! 
Wlien hear t> corroding care and grief 

Deprive my sool of rest, 
Her dear idea brings relief 
^nd solace to my breast. 
Thou Being, All-seeing, 

O hear my fervent pray'r ; 
Still take her, and make her 
Thi/ most peculiar care ! 

X. 

''^H hail, ye tender feelings dear ! 
^*ie smile of love, the friendly tear, 

The sympathetic glow ; 
^-•Oag since, this world's thorny ways 
*^^ numbered out my weary days, 

Had it not been for you I 

6 4; 
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Fate still has* blest me with a friend^. 

In ev*ry care wid ill ; 
And oft a more endearing band,. 
A tie more tender still. 
It lightens, it brightens 
The tenebrific scene, 
To meet with, and greet withi 
My Davie or my Jeah, 

XL 

O, how that namfi inspires my style I 
The words come skelfiin rank and fUCy. 

Amaist before I ken ! 
The ready measure rins as fine. 
As Phcebus and the famous Nine> 

Were glowrin owre my pen. 
My spaviet Pegasus will limp, 

Till ance he*s fairly het ; 
And then he'll hileh, and stilt, and jimp^. 
An* rin an' unco fit; 

But lest then, the beast then, 
SJiould rue this hasty ride, 
I'll light now, and dipjht now 
His sweaty wi?en'd hide. . 
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THE LAMENT, 



<>CCAtlONSD BY TtfB VSWOM W ATM IBSiJZ 



OF ▲ FRIEND'S AMOVB. 



4Uu ! how ofl iloet Goodnett vmsnd Utcff, 
And nM^I AffKtioa prove tke tpring cfwm* 



HouC. 



/ 
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O^ THOU pale orb, that silent shines, 

"While care-untroubled mortals sleep ! 
Xhou seest a wretch that inly pines, 

And wanders here to wail and weep 1 
With woe I nightly yigils keep^ 

Beneath thy wan unwarming bean ; 
And mourn, in lamentation deep. 
How life and love are all a dream. 

II. 

J joyless view thy rays adorn 
The faintly marked distant hill : 

I joyless view thy trembling horn, 
Reflected in the gurgling rill 2 

My fendly-fiuttering heart be still 1 
Itbitt busy pow'r^ Remembrance^ Cfia&e V 

05 
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Ahf imifttheagoiiisinifdlrin' 
For ever bar rfStntlu^^ 

'^ m. 

Mj sady lovejorn lanafentingt clflim t 
Mo ^epherd*!! fiqper-^Arcadiaoi strainB ; 

No fttbled tortures, quaint and tame ; 
The plighted faith ; the mutual flame; 

The oft attested Pow'frabttve ; 
The promised Jaih€t^$i€mler name; 

These were the pledget of.my love I. . 



\: 



Endrcrd in her cUiq[>ing armiiy 

How ha^e the raptur'd moments flown !' . 
How have I wished for fortune's charms^ 

For her dear sake, and her's alone ! 
And must I think it ! is she gone, 

My secret heart's exulting boast ? 
And does she heedless hear my groan ? 

And is she ever, ever lost ?. 

V. 

O ! csJBt she bear so base a heart, 

So lost to honour, lost to truth, 
As from the fondest lover part. 

The plighted husband of her youth t 
Mmi life's path may be unsmooth ! 

Her way may lie thro' rough distress ' 
Xbgn^ wlio her pangs and pains will soothe ? 

H^ftrmvii j^^ mdce thenv less i" 
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VI 

Ye winged boon that o'er us past, 

Enraptur*d more the more enjoy'dy 
Your dear remembrance in mj breastf 

Mj fondly treaaored thoughts employ'd* 
-^at breast, how dreary now, and void, 

^or her too scanty once of room ! 
fiv'n ev'ry ray of hope destroy 'd, 

And not a wish to gild the gloom ! 

VII. 

'''^e mom that warms th' approadiing day. 
Awakes me up to toil and woe : 
^e the hours in long array, 
That I must su£Per, lingering, slow. 

'^^l many a pang, and many a throe, 
^een recollection's direful train, 

^Ust wring ray soul, ere Phoebus, low, 
Shall kiss the distant, western main. 

VlII. 

^^d when my nightly couch I try, 

Sore-harass'd out with care and grief, 
-M^y toil-beat nerves, and tear worn eye. 

Keep watchings with the nightly thief; 
^r if I slumber, fancy, chief. 

Reigns haggard-wild, in sore affright : 
£v*n day, all-bitter, brings relief, 

From such a horror breathing night. 

IX. 
O ! thou bright queen, who o'er th' CTp a ww 

Now highest reign'st, with fcomdicss awsgr 



€HFf fiat thy rilent^markiiigr glance^ 
Observ'd us^ fimdljr'iWaad'ringi fftmfi^> 

The time, unheeded, sped aumy. 
While love'i luacuvioui pulie beat higlv 

Beneath thy tilvMr-gle^ttidtig rayi 
To mark ibe iMitiial kiiWUiiig eys*. 

Oh ! scenes ito strong remembrance set l- 

Scenes, nerer, never, to return 1 
Scenes, if in stupor I forget, 

AgaiA I fed, igiiii I bum I 
S^m ev'ry joj and pleasure torii^ 

Life's laeary rale I'll wander thro'> 
And hopeless, eMrfbrtless, I'll mwmt' 

A faithless wotttaii's brdcett vow^- 



DESPONDENCY, 

AN ODB. 
I. 

Opfress'd with grief, oppress'd with care, 
A burden more than I can bear, 

I sit roe down and sigh : 
O life ! thou art a galling load. 
Along a rough, a weary road, 

To wretches such as I ! 
DIh backward as I cast my view, 

^VISlM iMViiiig seems appear I 
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Ye little know the ills ye coarl^ 
When manhood is your wish f 
The losses, tlie crosses. 

That active man enga^^ 1 
The fears aU, the tears all^ 
Of dim declining age i 



Bl 



WINTER, 

JkDIRGK. 
I 

Thb wintry, west extends his blas^ 

And hail and rain does blaw ; 
Or, the stormy north sends driving forth 

The blinding sleet and snaw : 
While tumbling brown, the burn comes down. 

And roars frae hank to brae ; 
And bird and beast in covert rest. 

And pass the heartless day. 

II. 

« The sweeping blast, the sky o'ercast/'* 

The joyless winter day, 
Let others fear to me more dear 

Than all the pride of May : 

* Dv Youngs 
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Hie tempest's h&w\ it soothes mj soi^^ « 

My griefs it seems to join. 
The leafless trees my fancy [^ease. 

Their fate resembles mine I 

JIL 

Thou PotoV Supremcy whose mighty scheme 

These woes of mine fulfil^ 
Here, firm, I ^est, they must be best, 

Because they are Thif Will ! 
Then all I want (O, do thou grant 

This one request of mine ! ) 
Since to enjoy thou dost deny,^ 

Assist me to resign. 
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THE COTTER'S SATURDAY NIGHT. 



INSCRIBED TO R. A««««, E«iV 



Let not anAition mock i?teir tueful toil^ 
Their homely joyt, and datiny obMcnrc f. 

^or grandeur hear, wUh a disdainJUl mikt 
The ihort hut simple annah of the poor. 



I. 

Mt lov*d, my honoured, much respected friend I 

No mercenary bard his homage pays ; 
With honest pride I scorn each fiellish end : 

My dearest meed, a friend's esteem and praise : 
To you I sing, in simple Scottish lays, 

The lowly train in life's sequestered scene ; 
The native feeling strong, the guileless ways ; 

What A**** in a cottage would have been ; 
Ah ! tho' his worth unknown, far happier there, I 
ween. 

II. 

November chill blaws loud wi' angry sugh ; 

The short' oing winter^day is near a close ; 
The miry beasts retreating frae the pleugh ; 

The black'ning trains o' craws to their repose,. 
The toil-worn Cotter frae his labour goes, 

ThU night his weekly moil is at an end. 



Collects his spides, hu mattocks, and his ho^. 
Hewing the fn^nt in ease and rest to speqdf . 
And weaiy, o*er the moor, his course does heme* 
ward bend* 

■ 

ni. 

At length his lone! j cot appears in yieir, 

Beneath the shelter of an aged tree ; 
Th' expectant tMf-^iiigy, toddHn, stadier thro' 

To meet their Dad,, wi' flichterin noise an* gleo^ 
His wee bit ingle, blinkin bonnilj. 

His clean hearth-tstane* his thrlftie w^*s snule^ 
The hsjpmg infant prattling on his knee» 

Does a' his weary carking cares beguile. 
An' makes him quite forget his labour an* hia toiU» 

IV. 

Belyve the elder bairns come drapping in, 

At service out, amang the farmers roun'. 
Some ca' the pleugh, some herd, some tentie rin 

A cannie errand to a neebor town : 
Their eldest hope, their Jennxf^ woman grown. 

Id youthfu* bloom^ love sparkling in faer e'e, 
Comes hame, perhaps, to shew a braw new gown, 

Or deposit her sair-won penny-fee, 
To help her parents dear, if they in hardship be. . 

V. 

Wi' joy unfeign*d brothers and sisters meet, 
An' each for other's weelfare kindly spiers : 

The social hours, swift -wing'd, unnotic'd fleet ; , 
Each tells the uncos that he sees or hears 
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^e parents, partial, eye their hopeful yean ; 

Anticipation forward pointii the view. 
*^ mother^ wi' her needle an* her 8hear8> 

Gars auld daes look aniaist as weel's the new ; 
^^ S^her mixes a* wi* admonition due. 

VI. 

^*heir master's an* their mistresses command^ 
The younkers a' are warned to obey ; 
An* mind their labours wi* an eydent hand, 
^ An* ne^er, tho' out o* sight, to jauk or play : 
An* O ! be sure to fear tlie Lord alway ! 

^ An' mind your duty, duly, morn an' night !. 
Lest in temptation's path ye gang astray, 
* Implore his counsel and assisting might : 
-^hey never sought in vain tliat sought the Lori^ 
aright r 

VII. 

^ut, hark ! a rap comes gently to the door ; 

Jenny, wha kens the meaning o' the same, 
Tells how a neebor lad cam o'er the moor, 

To do some errands, and convoy her hame. 
The wily mother sees the conscious flame 

Sparkle in Jennys e'e, and flush her cheek ; 
With heart-struck anxious care, inquires his name, 

While Jenny hafflins is afraid to speak ; 
Weel pleas'd the mother hears, its nae wild, worth- 
less rake. 

VIII. 

Wi*^ kindly welcome Jenny brings him ben ; 
A strappan youth ; he taks the mother's eye ; 
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Blithe Jemi^mm Ih^ ^riaii's no HI tn^air 'T ^'^ * 
, The father eraoki •f.iionesy pleugh^ aoMgre. 
Hie yoiuigttec^.ardeift heart o'evflpfni%i' jof .i* 
v jBacbkte and Utthfa', aoarce cmi wael behsfe 
The mother, wi' a woman's wileif^ can npj 
What makes the youth see baibfu* an* sae graTO 
Wed pleat;4 to think her; fatm's respected lil^ Ui 
. Iav8» 

.:. . ' ..IX- 

^ happy love ! where love like this is Ibimd 1 

O heart-fHt raptures 1 bliM beyond compare'! 
Tto paced moch this weaiy mortal rwuuk 

And sage expaeienoehii^ me this dtelare^-i: * 
' If Hear'n a draught of heavenly pleasure span 

< One cordial in this melancholy valOy 
< 'Tis when a youthful, loving, modest pair, 

* In other's arms breathe out the tender tale, 
^ Beneath the milk-white thorn that scents the 
ev'ning gale.' 

X- 

Is- there, in human form, that bears a heart— 

A wretch ! a villain ! lost to love and truth t 
That can, with studied, sly, ensnaring art. 

Betray sweet Jennys unsuspecting youth ? 
Curse on his perjur'd arts i dissembling smooth 

Are honour, virtue, conscience, all exil'd ?. 
Is there no pity, no relenting ruth, 

Points to the parents fondling o'er their child 
Then paints the ruin'd maid, and their distraction 
wild? 
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XI, 

ut Boi^ the supl>er crownB their simple board. 
The haleBome parritch^ chief o' Seotia*% foibd ; 
"Hie soup their only Hmokie doet afford. 

That 'yont the hallan snugly chows her cood : 
*The dame brings forth in c'omplimental mood, 

To grace the lad, her weeKhain'd kebbuck, fdl, 
M* aft he*8 prest, an* aft he ca's it guid ; 
The frugal wifie, garrulous, will tell, 
^^^ 'twas a towmond auld, sin' lint was i' the bell. 

XII. 

•^e.die^rfu' supper done, wi' serious face, 

They, round the ingle, form a circle wide ! 
-I^e sire turns o'er, wi' patriarchal grace, 

The big ha^'-BMcy ance his father's pride : 
^is bonnet rev'rently is laid aside, 

His lyart haffets wearing thin an' bare ; 
^^ose strains tliat once did sweet in Zion glide. 

He wales a portion with judicious care ; 
*^nd < Let us. toorship Gop !' he says, with solems 
air. 

XIII. 
4]^hey eh^t their artless notes in simple guise ; 

They tune their hearts, by far the noblest aim : 
Perhaps Dundee a wild warbling measures rise. 

Or plaintive MartyrSy worthy of the name : 
' Or noble Elgin beets the hcav'n-ward flame, 

The sweetest far of Scotia 6 holy lays : 
Compar'd with these, Italian trills are tamA 

The tickl'd ears no heart-felt raptures raise ; 
^ae unison hae they with our Creator's ^taift^. 



accv. 

: ^i Witi '^tmofeAi^s jiwgmdniuprogenj';- :ri 
•Or how the- Toyid'htLfi didgroiatiiig iie> . 

ti^-> •'lkAMiert&'liW4ibMce'<i6 H^ avangii 

Or, ^b^ir)»ttth'(Micp1flSnt,and'v«ikigo^ 

Or rapt J^MtoA'* wild, seraphic ire ; (} 

*br odierholy leers that time tfaeeacred-ljm 

XV. 

Periia^ the ChriHian veiume is the theipf 
How giiiUless blood for guilty -man ^urai 
. How Hcj who bore IB HeaTen the seooad 
■ Had not on earth whereon to lay his he 
How his first followers and servants sped ; 
The precepts sage they wrote to many : 
How hcy who lone in Patmos banished, 
Saw in the sun a mighty angel stand ; 
And heard great Bab-Ion*^ doom pronou 
Heav*n*s command* 

XVI. 
Then, kneeling down, to Heavkn*s £tsr 

KfNG, 

The saint, the Jather, and the husband p: 
Hope * springs exulting on triumphant wii 

That thus they all shall meet in future di 
There ever bask in uncreated rays, 

* Pope't Windsor Forest. 
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No more to sigh, or shed the bitter tetTi 
Together hjmniDg tlieir Creators praisey 
in such society, yet still more dear ; 
While circling time mores round in an eternal sphere • 

XVIl. 

Compar'd with this, how poor Religion's pride, 

In all the pomp of method, and of art, 
'When men display to congregations wide. 

Devotion's ev'ry grace, except the heart I 
The Pow'rf incens'd, the pageant will desert. 

The pompous strain, the sacerdotal stole ; 
Bat haply, in some cottage far apart. 

May hear, well-pleas'd, the language of the soul; 
Jini IB his bi^k of life the inmates poor enrol. 

XVIII. 

Then homeward all take off their sevVal way ; 

The youngling cottagers retire to rest : 
The parent pair their secret homage pay. 

And proffer up to Heaven the warm request 
That He who stills the raven^s clamorous nest. 

And decks the lily fair in flow*ry pride. 
Would, in the way his wisdom sees the best, 

For them and for their little ones provide ; 
But chiefly, in their hearts with grace divine preside* 

XIX. 

From scenes like these old ^Sco^/a'^ grandeur springs. 
That makes her lov'd at home, rever'd abroad : 

Princes and lords are but the breath of kings, 
** An honest man's the noblest work of Gop :" 
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Anieerieaj in fiur virtue** heav*nly road. 
The cottage leaves the palace far behind ; 

What is a lordling's pomp ! — a cumbrous loa(^, 
Disguising oft the wretch of human kind. 
Studied in arts of hell, in wickedness refin'd ! 

XX, 

O Scotia ! my dear, my native soil ! 

For whom my warmest wish to Heaven is sent. 
Long m^y thy hardy sons of rustic toil, 

Be blest with health, and peace, and sweet con- 
tent ! 
And, O ! may Heaven their simple lives prevoit 

Fi*om Luxury's contagion, weak and vile 
Then, however cro^wns and coronets be rent, 

A virtuous populace may rise the while, 
And stand a wall of fire around their much-lov*d IsUn 

XXL 

O Thou ! who pour'd the patriotic tide 

That streamed thro' Wallace's undaunted heart ; 
Who dar'd to nobly stem tyrannic pride, 
^ Or nobly die, the second glorious part, 
(The patriot's God, peculiarly Thou art. 

His friend, inspirer, guardian, and reward !) 
O never, never, Scotia s realm desert ; 
But stiy the patriot, and the patriot hardy 
In bright succession raise, hei- ornament and guard! 
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MAN WA» MADE TO MOURM, 

A JDJRGE. 
I. 

^^RSN dlAt Nevember'a sarlj blast 

^^ade fieUb and forests bwre, 
^ne ev^ning^ as I wandered ferth 
-Along the bank» of ^jrr^ 
2 spy'^ a^'man, whose* aged step 
Seemed' Weavy^ worn with c«re ; 
^18 face was furrow'd o'er with years^ 
And hoary was his hair« 

IL 

oung stranger, whi^r wand'rest thou ? 
£egan the rev- rend sage ; 
^oes thirst of wealth thy step constrain^ 

Or youthful pleasure's rage ? 
^^ haply, prest with cares and woeSi 

Too soon thou hast began * 
^o wander forth, with me, to mourn 
The miseries of man ! 

m. 

Ihe sun- that overhangs yon moors> 
Out-spreading* far and wide, 

Whiere hundreds labour to support 
A haughty lordling's pride ; 

fve seen yon weary winter-sun 
Twice forty times return ; 
r f$i* in. u 
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And ev'ry time has added proofs 
Tliat man ^as made ^ mourn. . < 

IV. 

O man ! while in thy early years. 

How prodigal of time ! 
Mispending aH thy preciow,haiDn^ • . 
' Thy glorious y4;)uthfb:|, priQi^. I :i ... /' 
Alternate follies take ,the sv^iy ; 

Licentious pfissjons burn ; 
Which tenfold f<Mrc^ gives Nature's law^ 

That man was made tp ^Euounv 

• • • 

Y. 

Look not alone on youthful prime. 

Or manhood's active might ; 
Man then is useful to his kiz^l. 

Supported is his right : 
But see him on the edge of life. 

With cares and sorrows worn, 
Then age and want, Oh ! ill-match'd pai 

Show m^n was made to mourn. 

VI. 

A few seem favourite? of fate. 

In pleasure's lap carest ; 
Yet, think not all the rich and great 

Are likewise truly blest. 
But, Oh ! what crowds in every land, 

Are wretched and forlorn ; 
Thro' weary life this lesson learn, 

That man was made to mourn. 
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vn. 

*^aiij and sharp the nuin'roos ills 

Inwoven with our frame ! 
Idfore pointed still we make ourselves. 

Regret, remorse, and shame ! 
jLnd man, whose heav'n-erected face 

The smiles of love adorn, 
Iifan*s inhumanity to man 

Makes countless thousands mourn! 

VIII. 

See yonder poor, o'erlabour'd wight, 

So abject, mean, and vile. 
Who begs a brother of the earth 

To give him leave to toil ; 
And see his lordly feUofm-^orm 

The poor petition spurn, 
JUnmindful, tho' a weeping wife 

And helpless offspring mourn* 

IX. 

"If I'm yon haughty lordling's slave-— 

By Nature's law design'd, 
Why was an independent wish 

Ere planted in my mind? 
If not, why am I subject to 

His cruelty or scorn ? 
^Or why has man the will and pow'r 

To make his fellow mourn ? 

H.2 



Yet, let pol; t}ii| too iniiGh» nij MBti^.., 
Disturb thy youfhfiil breast I 

This jpartia) view of bvaaaJwd. 
Is surely Q0i. die isil / 

The. p9or, ^ippressedy honest nwiy: 
Had never^ mne» ,^ecii barop, ..[ 

Had there not be^ sane t^amipfnf m : 
Tq comfort tbose tbatoonmJ 

O De^tUl: t)ie poor Qian> !JMra4 ri'TiPi^ 

The kindest an4 .the best't 

, . . . . • ^ ■ ■ t. ' 

Welcoo»e^ hpur my; .aged, lia^ « , . t 
Are laid witb 0iee at rest I .. ' ; 

The great* tbe,vei^tlqr> t^x fhjig^^i- 
From pomp and pleasure torn : ' ; 

But, Oh ! a blest relief to those 
That weary-laden mourn ! 



A PRAYER 

IN THE PROSPECT Ofr DEATH. 

I. 

O THOU unknown, Almighty Cause 

Of all my hope and fear i 
In whose dread presence, ere an hour« 

Perhaps I must appear ! 
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II. 

IPlhare wander'd in those paths 

Of life I ought to ihun ; 
As something, loudly, in my breast. 

Remonstrates I have done ; 

III. 

Thou know'st that Thou has formed me 
With passions wild and strong ; 

And liit'nifig to their witching voice 
Has i>fteB led me wrong. 

IV. 

Where human tveakness has come short. 

Or Jruilii/ stept aside, 
Do thou, AH Good! for' such thou art, 

Ih shades of darkness hide. 

V. 

Where with intention^ 1 have err'd, 

No other plea I have, 
But, Thou art good; and goodness still 

Delighteth t6 foi^ve. 



STANZAS 

ON THE SAME OCCASION. 

Why am I loth to leave this earthly scene ? 
Have I 80 found it full of pleasing charms ? 

b3 



**■,,■.-■ 

Some drops of joy with draughts of iU between r^ 
Some gleams of auoBhine 'nriJ renewing stone: 

Is it departing pangs my soul alarms ? 
Or death's unlovely, dreary, dark abode? 

For guilt, for guilt, my terrors are in arms ; 
I tremble to approach an angry God, 

And justly smart beneath his sin-avenging rod. 

Fain would I say,. ' Forgive my foul oSence !' * 

Fai[i promiEe never more to disobey ; 
But, should my Author healtji again dispense,, 

Again I might desert fair virtue's way ; 
Again in folly's path mJgbt go astray ; 

Again exalt tlie brute and sink. the. man ;- 
Thi?n how should I for heavenly mercy pray, 

Willi act 8o counter heavenly mercy's plan?" 
' Wlio sin BO oft have mouru'd, yet to tetnptaC 
ran?" 

O Thou, ^ea^ Gove^qr of all below 1 

If I may dare a lifti^ ^^.to lliee, , 
Thy jtMd^eaR^j^jotcqt^e tempest cease to blfw, . 

Or still the tumult «£ the ra^ng sea; 
With that controling pow'r aa«8t er'n me. 

Those headlongfurious passions to confine ;: 
For all unfit I feel my powers to be, 

To rule their torrent in. tb'^allowed line i 
0; aid me with thy help, Omnipotence Diime,! 
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^^UTQ AT A &VVSAX«p ^&ItllO*8 HOUftI OVE XIOHT, 
THE AUTHOa LEFT THE FOLLOWIKa 

VERSES, 

nf TOE BOOM fVHSBS HE SLMPT. 

I. 

^ Thou dread iPow'r, who reign*st above I 

I know thou wilt me hear : 
When for this scene of peace and love^ 
I make my pmy*r sincare^ 

IK 

The hoary sire — ^the mortal stroke. 
Long, long, b^ pleas'd to spare i 

To bless his little filial flock, 
And show what good men are. 

III. 

She, who her lorely o£&pring eyes 

With tender hopes and fears, 
O, bless her with a mother's joys, 

But spare a niothef's tears ! 

IV. 

Their hope, their stay, their darling youth, • 

In manhood's dawning blush ; 
Bless him, thou God of love and truth, 

Up to a parent's wish ! 

H 4 



m ' ■■ 

thou kMM^u the MK9l3^«ff»y iMadi^'^ 
Gaidc4hMtliMr.iMfs^Hqrh.. is?k; 

f ■ ,i--. i-T^,; . ,.».»« (,:.«:..>, 

, When soon or late they reacK that coas^. 

O'er life's rough ocean drlv'n, ' 

May they rejoice, no wand'rer lost, 

A family iu Heav'n ! / 



^ 'THE ME»r PSALMi:'"'"-' 

,t:f<.:Si Iciv.ii. ;!!'.— ■HA y'KSX^^k 
Tbx xaaai m,mm%limiir |*K^4uV'.: -mlf 

Hath happisewJfHvMtct / J I ■.' -'.^ i 
Who walks )wt iB-the wicked's wafg. , 

Not learns their guilty lore ! 

Nor from tbe«aiit ^^soomCd.pride^ 
Casts forth bh eje».tixf9itti ■ -. . !• 

Silt with huBuHtf 'Ab4 -fwe ; : , 

Still walks ber«if«,hiB<^oo. . , ... ,r;j 

That maa shall Souri^ like the trees- 
Which b; Uj^e streamlets ^ow ; 

Tiie fruitful top isigpreacl onJiiigb, 
ADd£rniitbe root )iek>,w. , , , .; ._..;.:. 

But he whose blossom buds in. guilt. 
Sb«U.tct the gfouod-be cast) 



-^nd| like the rootless stubble^ tost 
Sefore the sweeping blast. 

^or why ? that God the good adore 
Hath giv'n them peace and rest, 
^t hath decreed that wicked men 
Shall M'fiT be truly bl^t. 



. J i ;< • • 



A PKAYeft, 

t)BB THE PRBSSUBB OF VIOLBNt ANjUPISH. 

C) T^u GrfifA ^mgl what jth^H ^ 

Surpasses me ,to jknow : 
Tfet sure I fi», tij^ kpown Jip fi^ep 

Are all thy worjs^ below*^ . 

"Thy cre^ne here bf ftwe ike^ s^^9> 
All wretched and distre^t; ' ,-. 

Tet sure thim iik Aftt wxin^ W MS^ 
Obey thy high Ijt^b/ef ^ . 

Sure thou, Alqv^ty, .p^WH^J j^Qp #p^ , 

From cruelty or ^^r^th ! 
O, free my w^firy ,e.y^ from t^ftrs^ . 

Or close thei^ i^at in 4^^ 1 

But jif I ^ujist .^jQiqt^d V.e, 

To suit some vtri^e Resign ; 
Then m^tfi ipy so^l W.Hh .fiijni ;cgi9iRff , 

To bear and oQt xegj/^^ ' : . 



1^ '. 

TBB FIB8T SIX VEBlfe' 

.-*>i*. .,.-.■ ..." St. J ■■., "J'.ii i.. ' "I ^Lfl 



O TROU» the finty the grefttest Briend 
OfallthehuiilaiiT^ciJi' -^ 

.lyiiose itroQff rudit hand hat^ever been 
Their stay and dwelling place ! 



b r . L J . 



Beneath thy forniiiig hihid; '* 
Before thii p6nd'feu|i gli^ itseff V 
Arose at thy ct&Ukitod; 

That powVwhich^rais'd aad'stiH upholds : 

This universal frame^ 
From countless^' unbeginning time 

Was ever still th^ si^e. . 

Those mighty periods of years' 

Which seem to us so vast. 
Appear no more before thy sight < 

Than yesterday that's past. 

Thou giv'st the word : Thy creature, maa^". 

Is to existence brought : 
Again tfabu say'st, ' Ye sons of meRi 

<> Return ye inta ww^tr 
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Xloa lay^ Uiem, with all their carst, 
In everlastih^ sleep ; 
with a flood thou tak'st them off 
With overwhelming sweep. 



ey flouriah like the momiog. flow'r^ 
In beauty's pride array'd ; 
M long ere night cot down, it liesr-. 
AU .wilher'd and decay 'd. > 






TO A MOUNTAIN DAISY, 

^ TURNING ONE DOWN WITH THS PU)UO|!« 

/» Jj^, 1786. 

Wx«9 modesty crimson-tipped flow'r^ 
Thou's met me in an evil liour ; 
For I maun crush amang the stoure 

Thy slender stem ; 
To spare thee now is past my pow'r, 

Th6u bonnie gem. 

Alas ! it's no thy oeebor sweet. 
The bonnie Larkf companion meet ! 
Beading thee 'mang the dewy weet ! 

Wi' spreckrd breast^ 
When upward-sprin^ng, blithe, to greet; I 

']^^ purpling eastj.- 



^H The Ml 

^H Tlio' thi 



va- 



lliar low'rtDg, and pouTiiig,r 

The jtJorni no more I dread ; 
Tiio' thick'ning and black'ning, 

Emiod mr devoted head, ' 

.„„ ......J ..■>, 'I 

..,..._. II. ,,B A 

And thou gcitn pow'r, by )ife abhorr'^ 
Wbile life a pleasure can afford. 

Oh, hear a wretch's pray'r ! 
Ko more I shriDk appall'd, afraid;.. 
I court, I beg thy friendly aid, ■■•nil x'* J 

To close this scene of care ! " .i - •.■:\ \»*;x 
When fboll my soul, in silent peace, .>'>h]Ci 

Resign life a Joi/lest day; 1 

My weary heart its throbbinga cetu^ . !','i ] 

Cold mould' ring in the clay ? 
No fear more, no tear more. 
To Btatn my hfeleM &ce ; 
' £nc]aii>cd, and grasped * 
Within it^'StM stdbnun! 



TO MISS I^ ''; 

WITH BEATTK^ POBMS'^ 

MaNcfe Year't G^t Jan. I, 1787.- 

AaAt)i,4lie silent wheels of tiine 

Their aimual round. have dny'Oi 
And you, tho'Bcarc^ i^n^e9,pniDfoM 
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£i# gthi have I fironn Indm coma - . 

llieiiiikiit year to .hail ; 
I'aand you more thaa India. boaits- 

In £tfttui*a fimple .tale. . . , 

Our sex with guile and faithless lore 
Is cbaig*d^.|i!eriMi|Miy too true ; 

But may, 4oar maidi each lover pronre 
An£Aofi»fltiU toyoal . 



:-i_-. .. " ' 



J 



« * 



EPISTLE 

• ■ 

m • * ■ 

TO* A YOUNG FfilENO.* 

Jfgy 1 1. > 178d. 

, . •• I.- ..' . 

IxANG hae thought, my youthfu' Friend^ 

A something to have sent you, . 
Tho* it should serve nae other end 

Than just a:kind memeniQ / 
But haw the subject-theme may gang^ 

Let time and chance determine ; 
Perhaps it may turn out a sang, 

Perhaps turn out a sermon* 

Ye'll try the world soon, my lad, > 
And, w^nc^rete^dear, believe me, 

Ye'il find mankind m unco squad, , 
And muckie they may jpriere ye t 



For eafe «n«l -trauMe Mtyeur thouglK, 
E'en when yoar end's ^Hainod ; 

And a' "your yiewB «Mty come to nough 
Where ev'ry nerve is jtraiud. 

m. 

I'll no flsy, men are villains a' i 

The real, harden'-d wicked, 
Wti3 hae iiac otieek bttt human lav. 

Are to a lew restricked: 
But och, niarilciiid are unco weak, 

An' little to. be trusted ; 
If js^the wavering balance shake. 

Its ra»l)' r^ht adjusted I 

IV. 

Yet they wha fa' in fortune's strife, 
Tbeir fate we sbeuld na censurCr 

Th«jr«quiiUy m^Aosfver ; 
A man -may htte an faonest hearty 

Tho' posBtidi iiouidy state ^im ^ 
4. '■DAn .may talc a ne^M^s part, 

'Ket iue aae eoA to ^arekim. . 

* ■ T^.;.r' .'. ■ fc. ,'■ ■' 
Ay it%a, aff ban' your story tell, 

When wi' a bosom crony ; 
But BtSl-lcacf Bcmffddagto-.jKPftBtl < - 

Yescatcefy lell:ioxniy. 
CoQceaL^ucad aavcelU^ecui' < 
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But keek thro* ev'fy other man 
Wi' Bharpen'd sly inspeQUpn^ 

VI. 

The sacred lowe o* weel-plac*d l^ve^ 

Luxuriaotly kidulge it ; 
But never (enypt.tb* illicU rove, 

Thp'onething should divulge itt 
I wave the quantom o' the sin. 

The hazard of concealiog ; 
But och 1 it hardens a' within, 
..And petsitol tbe^ feeling.l . 

To catch dame Fortune's golden smile» 

. AjMftduous wait uqpon her ; 
And gather gear by ev*ry wile 

That's jostified by honour ; 
Not for to hide it in a kedgCi 

Not for a train-attendant ; 
But for the glorious privilege 

Of being dmkpend^nfB 

YltL 

'.It 

The fear o' beU's a harygnaan's wbij^ 

Tp i^aaxd the wretch in order ; 
But where ye feel your honcmr gjn^. 

Let that ay be your border ;. 
Its slightest tpuohes, instant ^v(&^^ 

Debar a' side pretences ; 
And resolutely keep its laws. 

Uncaring consequences^ 



* • 



The gtedt Cfttt$of*t^*f€tct6$ 

Must sure become the creature r 
But flill the preacb'ihg cant forbear. 

And e'en the rigid ftpfkrers; = '* ''^^ 
Yet ne'er with #ii» jpotkne to'Hiiigc^y 

Be complaisance extended ;' '; '..'' ^' 
An Atheist's latig^B a pocHr etditt^ 

For Deity bfifended \ ' ^ 



' \'i. 



When rantihj^ vouiid lii pleiEU(MVyi&^-. 

Religion may be blinded ; 
Or if she ^ a tmndam sHng^^ 

It may bb^ littie ndnddd ; 
But when on lifcf we're tempest driven. 

A conscience biit a canker— ' 
A correspondence fix'd wi* Heav'n, . 

Is sure a noble anchor ! 

XI. 

Adieu, dear amiable youth 1 

Your heart can ne'er be wanting ; 
May prudence, fortitude^ and truth. 

Brevet your brow undauntihg t 
In ploughman phrase, < God seiid you sp* 

Slill daily to grow wiser ! 
And may you better reck the tedCf 

Thah^Ver did th' adviser ! 



\ . 



i 

V 1 



©N A SCOTCH BARD, 

GONE TO THE WBBT INDIES.. 

A* YX wHa live by soups o' drink, 
A' ye wha lire by crambo-clink, 
A' ye wha live and' never think, 

Come mourn wi me ! 
Our billie*a glen us a' a jin]c, 

An' owre the sea« 

Lament him a* ye rantia core, 
Wha dearly like a random^splor^, 
Nae mair he'll join the merry roaZf 

In social key ; 
For now he's taen anither shore, 

An' owre the sea. . 

The bohnie lasses weel may wiss him. 
And in their, dear petitions .'plsice him, . 
The widows, wives, an' a' may bless him, 

Wi' tearfu' e'e ; 
£or well 1 wat th^'U sairly miss him 

'That's owre the sea. 

O Fortune, they hae room to grumble ! 
Hadst thou taen aff ;some drowsy hummel, 
Wha can do nought but tyke ismd fumble, 

^Twad been hae pleiti ; 
But he was gleg as atkj wumblie. 

That's oWre the sea. . 



Auld, cantie Ki^ may weepers 
An' stain them wf the saut^ aaut tear ; 
*Twill make her poor auld heart, I fear^ 

. In.lUiidefs Aee ; 
He was her laureate monie a year, 

. That's owre the 



He saw nfisTortiineS caiuld nor«Mff 
Lang mustering op a bitter blast ; 
A jillet Imk hb heart at last^ 

lUniaysbebet 
80| took a birth afore Uie mast. 

An' owre the sciu 






To tremble undfifrTortiine'scaiomiOcIL' 
On scarce a bellyfu* o' drummock, 
Wi' his proud independent' stomacl^ >. 

Could. iU agree; 
So, row*t his hurdies in a hammock^ 

An' owre th^ sea. 

He ne'er was gien to great misguiding, 
Yet coin his pouches wad na bide in ; 
Wi' him it ne'er was under hiding ; 

He dealt it free : 
The muse was a' that he took pride io. 

That's 0wre the sea* 

JanMica iodies^ ];ise bim weel, 
An' hap bim in a cozie bid : 
Ye'll find him ay a dainty phiel, 

jAoidfjpii' 0* glee;. 



. IT" 



IM 

^ie md Dft wnBug'd the Tcradefly 

That's own tie tea. 

Fareweely my rhym^eomposing bittie I 
^our aethre tml was right iU-williet 
fiut may ye flourish Kke a lily. 

Now homiilie ! 
Xll toaSSye m my hindmost gilUey 

Tho' owre the sta* 



TO A HAGGtS. 



Fair fa' your honesty sonsie face. 
Great daeftaus o* the pnddaahmce ! 
JlLboon them a* ye tak your plaee^ 

Pamch, tripe» or thaina; 
Weel are ye wordy of a grace 

As lang's my ana. 

The groaning trencher there ye fill, 
Your hurdies like a distant hill^ 
Your pin wad help to mend a mill 

Li time o' need, 
While thro* your pores the dews distil 

Jake amher bead. 

His kiiife see rustic labour dight^ 
Aa' cut ye up wi' ready slight. 
Trenching your gushing enlr»ls bri^^ ' 

Like onie ditch ; 
And then, O what a gkrieus sight, 

Warm-reekioi rich! 



lt» 



Ddl tak Aetftiiidiiioft; cxn^hey drive, 
Till a' their wee^swaird k3rte8 belyve 

. ' - Are: bentrlike dnum ; 
Then auld giiidiiuai, isiuit H^ . . 






f .". •, 



Is there Aat tf^ethU^lkendk.ragmdf 
Or ofib that woiild ataivr a ibw, 
Or ^/9tciiMee wad mak her spew 

^f jpeinfecit sconneTy 
Xiooks down w^.tfi^^apf^g^ac^infa* iiew» 

On sic a dinner ? 

I 

^ » * r « • • 

Poor dfevill tee* himii^re husirashy 
As fecfkless as. a widier'E rash. 
His ^indle shank a |^d whip lash. 

His nieve a nit ; 
Thro' hloody flood or field to dash, 

O how unfit ! 

But mark the msiiCf Jtaggis^ed^ 
The trembling eardi resounds his tread. 
Clap in his walte nieve a blade, 

He'll mak it whissle ; 
An' legs, an' arms, an heads will sned^ 

Like taps o' thrissle. 

Ye Pow'rs, wka roak mankind your care, 
And dish them out their bill o' fare, 
Auld Scotland wants nae skinking ware 

That Jaups in luggiea^ 
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Bui, if ye wUi bar gi«Uffu'i|Kagrfr, 

-Gieher a Haggu! 



A DEDICATION 

TO GAVIN HAMILTON* E«<k. 

Expect na, Sir, in this narratioD, 
A fleechin, flethrin, dedication, 
x*o rooze you up, an* ca' you guid. 
An' spmng g/^^great an' noble bluid, 
Because y^re surnam'd like hU graces 
Perhaps related to the race^ 
Then when I'm tir'd^— and sae are yt, 
'Wi' mony a fulsome, sinfu' lie. 
Set up a face, how I stop short. 
For fear your modesty be hurt. 

This may do— -maun do, Sir, wi' them wha 
Maun please the great folk for a wamefou ; 
For me ! sae laigh I needna bow, 
For, Lord be tbankit, / can plough • 
And when I downa yoke a naig, 
Then, Lord be thankit, / can beg / 
Sae I shall say, an' that's nae flatt'rin. 
Its just si$ poet an' Wc patron. 

The Poet, some guid angel help him, 
Or else, I fear some ill ane skelp him, 
He may do weel for a' he's done yet, 
But only he's no just begun yet. 



The Pttrmi)' If SM^iys^MiHl 9^fi&t-ifl^i >* cV' 

I wiona lie, eMMiVftfl*'w9f V me) 

On ev^ry hand it will allow*d be. 

He's just— nae hSSet San £ie 'iSould be» 

I readily aad freely ffrant. 
He downa seid a |Mknr rawrHrtec;* 
What's no his ain he wmna tak it. 
What ance he sayit fie wipna ored Tt ;' ; . 
Ought he can \enS helS' JN)'rc^% ' 
Till aft hi, guj««*i''ii:i*tti-rf? "■' ■'•'-' "'''•"-' 




He does na fi& Ills viin^,viKSi^r. *'" ' " * ^ "^ 



But then, nae thanlus to him fptk* fhai^ ' 
Nae godli/ symptom ye can ca that ; 
It's naetbing but a n^ilder feature, 
Of our poor, sinfu corrupt nature :, , . 
Ye'll get the best o' inoral works, 
'Mang black Gentoos and pagan Turks^ 
Or hunters wild on Ponotaxi, 
Wha nev6r heard of orthodoxy* 
That he's the poor man's friend in need^ 
The gentleman in word and deed, 
It's no thro* terror of d^mn-tion ; 
It's just a carnal inclination. 

Morality, thou' deadly bane, 
Thy tens o* thousands thou hast slain ! 
Vain is his hope, whose stay and trust is 
Id moral mercy, truth, and yistlcel 
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)fo— stretch a point to catch a plapk; 
l&iue a brother to his back ; 
teal thrp* a winnock fen a wh-ro^ 
ut point the rake that tidces the door : 
ef to the poor like onie whunstane, 
Dd hau4' their noses to the {;runstanc ; 
ly ev'ry art o* legal thieving ; 
o roatteri stick to iowtd hdiextrng. 

Learn three-mile pra]r*rs, an^'hajfviile graces^ 
^' weel*spread looves, an' lang wry faces ; 
ront up a solemn, lengthened groan, 
.nd damn a' parties but your own ; 
U warnMit then, ye*re nae deceiver, 
k steady, sturdy, staunch believer. 

ye wha leave the vprings of C-lvn, 
'or gumUe dubt of .your ain delvin 1 
'e sons of heresy and ^wor^ 
e'll some day squeel in ^aking terror ! 
Then vengeance draws the sword in wrath, 
nd in the fire throws the sheath ; 
^en Ruin, with his sweeping besoms 
ist frets till Heav'n commission -gies him : 
^ile o'er the harp pale mis'ry moans, 
nd strikes the ever-deep'ning tones, 
tiU louder shrieks, and heavier groans! 

Yourr pardon. Sir, for this digressicm, 
maist forget my dedication ; 
ut when divinity comes cross me, 
[y readers still are sure to lose me. 



So, ISir, jm M, 'tvat :riM daft Wjpoltty '- 
But I maturely thought it proptfT, - = 

When a' my worka i did revievr, 
Todedieatetfaeniyfiir, to yb»^ ' ' '^ ; 
Because (ye need «a tak k ill) • - '' '* 

I thought tlieu^aiapaecUiig Klw jaMAl'^^'"^ 

' t ■ * ' 

' • I * . I** 

*** 

Then patroniie dwnn wf j^ikt^ftmmei »'^ 
' And your petitioner shall erer--* 
I had iimaiat said; A^ j^j^vfy^ -.-^^ 

But that's a word ineed M ny< ' " •" * >" 
For prayin I Ito^ Iktleifcia o*4f ; = ' ' '- •? '<^ 
I'm baith degdninreei^ii^ wFeiMMrfl'ffl;eftjf* * 
But I*8e repeat mik fwt- maid's jirt/fj" •' ** 
'That kens or hiears a6o^ ye«» Sk^— - :* ' '* 

* May ne'er misfortune'f^ gowlkij^ terir, * ' 

* Howl thro' the dwelling o' the Ckrh ! 

* May ne'er his gen'rous honest heart., 

* For that same gen'rous spirit smart ! 

* May K**»»***8 far honour'd name 

* Lang beet his hymeneal flame, 

* Till H******«'s, at least a dizen, 

* Are f'rae their nuptial labours risen ; 
' Five bonnie iacses round dieir table, 

' And seven braw fellows, stout an' -aible 

* To serve their king an* country -weel, 

* By wortl, or pen, or pointed steel! 

' May health and peace, with mutual rays, 
< Shine on the evening o* his days ; 
' Till his wee curlie John^ icr-oe, 
.* Wlien, ebbing life nae mair shall flaw, 
* The last, sad, mournSuA t\\,c&>o^\.w«\: 
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I will not wind a lang conclusion, 

r coospiiBieotary effiisioii t 
&ttt whilst jmm wishes and endeavours 
«Are{)lest with Fortune's smiles and favours, 
I am, dear Sir, with zeal most fervent, 
Yoar much indebted, humble servant. 

But if (which Pow'rs above prevent I) 
That iron-hearted carl, Watd^ 
Attended in his grim advances, 
% sad nvtakes, and black mischances, 
^Vliile hopes, and joys, and pleasures, fly him^ 
Make yev as poor a dog as I am, 
Tow hunMe ii^rvan^ -then no more ; 
For who would humbly serve the poor ! 
-But, by s poor man's hopes in Heaven ! 
While recf^ection's pow'r is giv'n, 
% in the wale of humble life. 
The victim sad of fortune's strife, 
I> thro' the tender gushing tear, 
iShould recognize my mmter dear^ 
^r friendless, low, we meet together, 
Then, Sir, your hand — nv^ friend and brother ! 



TO A LOUSE, 

ON SEEING ONE ON A LADY'S BONNET, 

AT CHURCH. 

Ha ! whare ye gaun, ye crowlin ferlie ! 
9four impudence protects you sairly : 

l2 



■ I canna say but ye strunt rarely, -^ 



\ 



a Bay- but ye strunt rarely, 

Owre gauie and lacet 
Tlio' faith, 1 fear ye dine but sparely 
Od sic a place. 



i 



Te ugly, creepin, blaetit wonner. 

Detested, shunn'd by saunt an' sinner, . 

How dare ye set your fit upon her, ^ 

Sae fine a la^y 1 ' t\ 

Gae somewhere else and seek your dinanv' 

On Bomc poor body, 

Swith, in eome beggar's liafii-t squattle ; 
There ye may creep, and sprawl, and spral 
Wi| ither kindred, juniptn cattle, 

In bliuals and nationsj 
Wliarc horn or bane ne'er dare unsettle « 
Your thick plantations. I 

N<m baud ye there, ye're out o' «^^ 
Below the fatt'rils, snug an' tight ; 
Na^faith ye yet! ye'll no be right 

Tilt ye're g(» on it, 
The vera tapmost, low'ring height 

O' Miss's bonnet. 

My sootli 1 right bould ye set your nose 
As plump and gray as cnte grozet ; ' 
for some rank, mercurial rozet. 

Or fell, red smeddum, 
I'd gie you sic a hearty doze o't, 

Wad dress your droddum 



n 

I fid M been mirpria'd to spy ~ 
f ou Off tgaald wife-*f flainen toy ; - 
^f aibliiii sooie bit diiddie boy, 

On*f wyliecoat ; 
^DtMi«*m fiM LuMTdii fie» 

How ikureye do'll 

O Jennt^ dmna tots your bead, • 
^^ji' tel jtm beauUet a* abread 1 
^Te little knu wbat cursed speed 

The blastie's makin i 
*^ll>ae iBMii and ^itg^ «iM^i 1 dread, . 

Are noilee takiu I • 

O .ifad some pow^r thcgifVif gie itf ' 
ZTo 9ee omnd* -as others see us I 
It wad free monie « blunder free us 

And foolish notion : 
^hat airs in dress an' gait wad lea'e us. 

And ev'n Devotion ! - 
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ADDRESS TO EDINBURGH. 

I. 

£di2^a 1 Scotia's darling seat ! 

All hail thy palaces and tow'rs, 
Where once beneatli a monarch's feet 

Sat legislation's sovereign pow'rs! 
prom marking wildly-scatter'd flowVs, 

As on the banlcs of At/r I stray'd> 



^nd singing, lone, the ting'ring hourc, < 
I shelter in thy hoDour'd ^ade. 

( 

n. 

Here wealth still swells the golden tidl^ 

As busy trade hie laboura plies ; 
There architecture's noble pride 

Bids elegance and splendour riie ; 
Kere justice, from her native BJclei, • 

High wields her balance and her roi;t 
There learnir^, with his eagie eyes, 

Seeks science in her cay abode. t 

III. 
Thy Sons, Ediha, social, kind, 

With open arms the stranger hail ; 
Tlieir views cnlarg'd, their iib'ral mindv 

AbavB the narroH, rmal yti€ ; 
Attentive sti]^ to sorrow's wail, 

Or modest merit's silent claim ; 
And never may their sources fait ! 

And never euvj blot their name. , 

IV. 

Thy daughters bright thy walks adorn !.. 

Gay as the gilded summer sky, 
Sweet as the dewy milk-white thoni. 

Dear is the raptur'd thrill of j<^ I 
Eair B strikes tb' adoring eye, 

Heav'n's beauties on my^ fancy shlnt ; 
Lsee the «rs of love <m high, 

AfAawalui.wot^ indeed divine 1 
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V- 

^fhere, watchtng high the least alarms^ 

Tiiy rough rude fortress gleams afar ; 
Xviku come bold yet'ran, gray in arms, 

A|id iaark*d. with maay a seamy scar : 
*El|9.)pofMl'r6u8 wall and massy bar, * 

GiimHrising o'er the rugged rock ;• 
Hbsft oft withstood assailing war. 

And iA repelled th' invader's shock. 

VL - 

With awe-struck thought, and pitying tears^ 
I view that noble, stately dome. 

Where Scotia's kings of other years, 
Fam'd heroes, had their royal home : 

Alas ! how chang'd the times to come ! 
. Didr royal came low in the dust ;. 

Their helpless race wild-wand'ring roam f 
Tho' rigid law cries out, 'twas just ! 

vrt 

Wild beats my heart to trace your steps^ 

Whose ancestors in days of yore, 
Thro;' hostile ranks mid ruin'd gaps 

Old Sc&tia's bloody lion bore : 
E'en / who sing in rustic lore, 

Haply m^ sires have left their shed. 
And fac'd grim- danger's loudest roar. 

Bold-following where ^our fathers led I 

i4j 
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EDfKA ! Scolia'i darling Heat ! 

Alt liail thy palaces and tow'ra, 
Where once beneath a monarch's feet 

Sat le^iBlation'a siiv'reigii pow'rs 1 
TroiA marking wildly -scat Cer'd dow'n, 

As on the banks of Ai/r 1 airay'd, 

I And Binging, lone, the ling'riog hours,. ^^ 

I shelter'd Id. thy honcuir'd shade.. ^H 

EPISTLE TO J. LAPRAIK. '-^k 

AN OLD SCOTTISH BARD. ^| 

A^Filla 178J. ^1 

While bnera aii'troodbines buddiiig grceO) ^^ 

An' paitricke scraichin loui! at u'en, 
An' moToiag pouiie whiddea seeot 
Inspire my iniue, 
TIlU freedom in an uninetun frien' 

Lpray excuae< t i 

On faiten-eeo we bad a rockin, 
To ca' the crock and weave our stocking 
And there wa« inuckle fun an' jokin, . 

Ye need na doubt ; ^ , ■ J 

At leng^ we bad a hearty ybkja 



There wat ae sang amang the mt^ 
Aboon tbem a' it i>Ieas'd.me best, 
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Xliat fome kind huibtod had addrefrl 

To Bom^ sweet wife ^ 

It thirrd the heart string's thro' the breast^ 

A^ to the life. 

Ftc tcarcf heard oug^t describes ime weel, 
^^Pinuit gen'rouSy manly bosoms feel ; 
IboiigfatTy * Can this be Pope, or Steele^ 

« Or Beattie's wark 1' 
*Ihey tald me 'twas an odd kind chid 

About Mmrkirh 

It pat tiie fidgin-fain to bear%' 
And sae about him there I i^ier't. 
Then a' that ken't him, round dedar'd 

He had inginCf 
That nane excell'd it, few cam near't^ 

It -waJB sae fine* 

That set him to a pint of ale. 
An either douce or merry tale. 
Or rhymes an' sangs he'd made himself 

Or witty catches, 
'Tween Inverness and Tiviotdale, 

He had few matches. 

Then up I gat, an' swoor an aith, 
Tho' I should pawn my pleugh and graith. 
Or die a cadger pownie's death, 

At some dyke back, 
A pint an' gill I'd gie them baith 

To hear your cracky 
I* 
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Sut; firat an' foremost, I should tell, 
Amaisl as soon as I could spell, 
1 -to the crambo-jingle fvll 

Tho' rude an" rough. 
Yet crooning to a body's scl, 

Does weel eneagh. ' 

I am najjoef in a sense, "' 

But just a rhymer, like by chance, 
An' hae to learning nae pretence, 

Tet, what the matter? 
Whene'er my muse does on me glance, 
I jingle at her. 

Your critic-folfc may cock their bose, '* 
And say, ' How can you e'Cr propose, 
' You wha ken hardly verse frae prose, 

' To mak a sang ?' 
But, by your leaves, my learned foes, 

Ye're may be wrang. 

What's a' your jargon o' your Ecbools,' 
Tour Latin names for horns an' stools ; 
If honest nature made you J!bol», 

What sairs your grammars 
Ye'd better laen up spades and shools, 

Or knappin-baminers. 

A set o' dull, conceited hss&es, 
Confuse their brains th college classes (' 
They ggng in stirks, and come out assent 
Bluin trutli to speak ; 



179 

<A&' iyoe Aey think to cUmb- ParnaHui 

B7 diat o' Greek I 

Gie me ae spark o' Nature's fire> 
lliat's a' Ike learwig I desire ; 
I'hen tho* 4 drudge thro' dub aa' mire 

At pleugh or cart^ 
Idy.nnsi^ tke' hamely in attii«y 

Magr teooh the heart. 

O for a spank o' AlUuC% glee. 
Or Fergusson'^r the b««i:d and'.slcti* 
Or bright Lafi$aiM%ym^ friend to be^ 

If I can hit it ! 
Hmfc would Jbeleareneugh- for me^ 

If I liottidgetiw 
.-^ , ■*• , \ . ' ■ ■■ 'y 

NoW| Siv> if yv faae friends enow 
Tho' resd £timd»j 1 b-liev-e^ are iew. 
Yet, if your catalogue be fou, 

I'se no insist. 
But gif ye want ae friend that's triMf, 

. l-ni- oB your listtf 
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I winn& i»iaif about mysel ; 
As ill I like my fyaM to tell ; 
But friends, aa/ foik that wish me well. 

They »ometidnies roose me } 
Tho' I mmuk owiv ^ monie stift 

As far abuse mtf 



r 
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Theu's ae vieejartt they whyles lay to I 
I like the lasses — Guid forgic me ! 
Foe monie a plack they wheedle frae me, 

At dance or fair ^ 
May be some ilher thing they gie me * 

They wecl can spare. •' 

But MaucJdine race, or Maiwhliae fair^'l 
I should. be proud to meet you there ; 
We'se gii; ae night's discharge to care. 

If we forgather, 
An' hae a swap o' rhymin-xvare i 

Wi' ane anicher. 

The fouF-gilL chap, we'se gar bioi clatte^ 
An" kirseo him wi" reekin water ; 
Syne we'll sit down an' tak our whitter, 

To cheer our heart ; 
An' faith, we'se be acquainted better. 

fieftire we part. 

Awa, ya selfiih waHy race,. 
Wha tbiok that bavins, sense, an' grace, 
Ev'n love ao' friendship, should give place 

To ttadtrtht-^ackl 
t diiuia like to see your ikce, . i. 

Nor bear your crock. 



Biit ye whwR, social pleasure c 
Whose hearts the tide of kiodnesa warms, 
Wbo hold your bang ion the terms, 
^. .< &KiU{tfd.t'w others/ 



Ctaie to my bowl» come to my •rms^.. 

My. frlondf, my brotheis ! 

But) to eonclude my Jaog epistle. 
At my auld pen's worn to the grissle : 
Twa lines frae you wad gar me fissle. 

Who am, most fervent^ 
While I can ej^er sing, or whissle. 

Your firiend and sorrant 
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TO THE SAME. 

jfyrU 2ijf, 178S. ; 



Whxls nesvi-ea'd kye rout at the stake; 
An* pownies reek in pleogh or braik. 
This hour on e*enin's edge I take. 

To own I'm debtor ■ 
To honest-hearted, auld Lapraik, 

For his kind letter*. 

Forjesket sair, with weary legs^ 
RattUn the com out*owre the rigs, 
Or dealing thro* amang the naigs 

Their ten hours bite^ 
My awkart muse sair pleads and begs^ 

I would na write. 

The tape tless ramfeeal'd hiasaiey 
She's laft at-bes^ and something lazy^ 



I*? 

Quo' she, ' Ye ten, we've been sue busy 1 
' This month an' mair, 

' That trouth my head is grown right dizzil 
' An' something saif.' 

Her dowff excuses pat me mad J ' ' 

' Conscience,' says I, ' ye tbowless jad ! 
' I'll write, an' thai: a beany btaud, *•( 

'This vers uight : 
' So dinna ye affront your trade, 

' But rhyme it right. 

< Shall bauld Lapraik, the king <*' lieartr^ 
' Tho' mankind wete a pack o' cartes, 
' RooBe you sae weel &» your desertt, ' 

' In terms sae friendly, 
' Yet ye'll o^ect to &haw yoHF parts, . , 

' Aa' ttiank him kindly! l"'' 

Sae I gat paper in a bliuk. 
An' down gaed stumpis in the ink: ii •. 

Quoth I, ' Before 1 alcep a wink, 

' I vow I'll close it ; 
' An' if ye winiiit mak it clink, i 

' % J»ve I'll p>os6'it !^: 

'Sae I've begun to scrawl, but whether 
In rhyme, or prose, or baith thtjgither, 
Or some hotch-potch that's nghtly naither,". 

Let time mak prouf; 
But I shall scribble down some bleiher 

Just ckan-a^oof. 



91^ W9iribsf Mead, ne'er frttdgeF ul- eiq^ 
*Tho* fortune use yoo herd an' sharp ; 
<]!oine, kittle up your moorland harp 

Wi' ^eesonie touch I , 
Ne'er mind hoir fortune w^ ui •matfi. . , 

' Sbe'a but a b.4ohk ? in. 

She's gien^Me loeue a jivt «/ fleg^ ' 
Sin' I coatd'8tiiddiia:<>irfea rig ; 
But, by the I#— d^ tho' I should beg 

Wi* lyaitpeiiry ! 
VVL laugh, an^ sing^ an' shake my le^. 

• A» tang's i doir i. : 

'Jffvm eettietf die sax an' twentieth sknnanr^ 
XVe sees l^e bud- upo' tho fimmery 
Still persecuted by the limmer 

Frae year to year ; 
But yety despite the kittle kimmer, . . 

• If Mo6tf am here^^ 

Do ye enVy the eity Gentf 
Behint a kist ta lie and sklent. 
Or purse-proud, big wi' cent, per cent. - 

And muckle wmae, 
la some bit brugh to represent 

A Bailie^s name ? 

Or is't the paughty^ feudnl Thane^ 
Wi' ruffl'd sark and giancing cane, 
Wha thinks himsel nae sheep-shank bane, 

But lordly stalks^ 



Witile cops aod bonnets aS are ta», 
As by he walks ? 

J ' O Thou wha gies us each guid gift ! 
' Gie me o' wit on' sense a lift, 
' Then turn me, if Thou ples^e, adrift ^^ 
' Thro' Scotland wide ; ' 

* Wi' ciu nor lairds 1 wadua shift* 

' In a' their pride 1' 

Were th!s the charier of «ur itate, 

* On pain o' hell he rich an' great,' 
Damnation tJien would be our fate, 

Beyond remeail ; 
Dut, tlianks to Heav'o 1 that's no the gate 
^e learn our creed. 

For thus the rojal mandate ran, ' 

When first the human race began, 
■ The social* friendiy, honest man, 

Wliale'er he be, 
' 'Tis be fulfils great Nalure'a plan, 

' An' none hut /lel'- 

O mandate gloriooi ond^diTinef ' 
The ntf^ed foUoMers of the Nine, 
Poor, tbougbtless devils ! yet may shine 

Id glorious light. 
While aordid wiis of Mammon's lipe 

Are dark as night, . 

Tho' here th«y scniie, am' iqueezc, an* g 
Their worthleu nnrfAt' of a e9u1 



Hay in some futuce carcass ho«rl 

The lbrett'0 flight ; 

Or in Bome daj^detestiDg owl 

May ahua the light. 

Then maiy Lafraik and Bunu arise, 
To reach their native, kindred akies. 
And sing their pleasures, hopes, an' joys, 

In some mild sphere. 
Still doser knit b friendship's tks, 

Each passing year i. 



ToW. S»****N,. 
QC HILT REE. 

May, 17t5. 

X QJbt ^our letter, winsome Willie ; 
Wi' gratefu' heart I thank you brawlie ; 
Tho' I maoi^ My't, I wad be silly, 

An unco vain. 
Should I believe, my coaxin billie. 

Your flatterin strain,. 

But Fse believe ye kindly meant it, 
I sud be laith to tbink ye hinted 
Ironic satire, sidelins sklented 

On my poor Musie ; 
Tho' in sic phraisin terms ye've penn'd it,. 

Lscaroe excuse ye 



My ■eiuei md be. in a cted'. 
Should I but dure a hope to speeV 
Wi" Allan, or wi' Gilber0ield, 

The bradi.o' fame ; 
Or Fergiison, the writer- cliiel, 

. A-iieatlileH B&iBC.' 7! 

(O Ferguson ! thy glorious parts 
III suited Ian 'a dry, musty axta ! 
My curse upoD ypur whudstane hearts, 

Ye B'rbrugh Gentry! 
The tithe o' what ye waste at cartes, 

Wad Btow'tl his pantry !) 

Yet when a tale comes i' my head. 
Or lasses gie my heart a screed. 
As whyles they're like to be toy dead, 

(O snil disease !) 
I kittle up my rustic reed ; 

It gies lue ease. _ j^ 

Auld Coil».»ow t»^y.Qdge.fM*TatD» 
She's gotten poeta »'ybet fun, 
ChieJs wlia tbeir chwters wiiuw bain, 
i S«.t tuM their lays. 
Till echoes a' resound ag^n 

Her we«l-MiBg pTMM. . 

Nae poet thou^ hot.wwthibiibfrhi)^ U 
To set her. luneiw pwMur'4 style ; 
She la^Uk»Miii«uBJMB(i'd-4t£i<Sf ■ ■ \ i 



^^ whare wiM-meef ing oeesns lH>if 

Besouth Magellan* 

Ramsay an* t^imcmM Ferguson 
^i\e6 Forth an' Tay a lift aboon ! 
^i^rr(m wl 'T^seedy to m^vAe a tanti' 

Omte- Scotland Vfngv,. 
^Willie Irtoinf Lug/STf Ayrtxi Dotm, 

Naebody.Bmg8. 

Th' lUisstUf lUfTf TKamsy slu* Seine, 
Crllde sweet in monie a tunefu' line ! 
lBut> WWief'Bei your it to mme, 

An' cock joor cresli 
We'll gar our streams and bomies shine 

Up wi' the best. 

We^ sing auld Caila^B plains an' fells. 
Her moors red-brown wi' heather bells. 
Her banks an' braes, her denft an' dells, 

Where glorious WaUa€9 
Aft bure the gree, as story tells, 

Fraa southron billies. 

At Wallace name what Scottish blood v 
But boils up in a spring-tide flood ! 
Oft have our fearless fathers strode 

^ WaUam^ side,* •* 
Still pressing onward, red wmt shoodt> v • 

Or gforions dy'd. 

- • ■ * • - . 

O, im^eeC are CoUa^t buighB an* wooda^ 
Wbea Jmtwbites chant amaDf^ tlie X^duBa, 



j 

And jinldn kirei, in amoroui w]ii4f»r 

Tbtiir loves eDjoy, 
While thro*^ the braes the cushat croods 

.WidiiwlAi'ary! 
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Ev*n ifiater bleak has chamis to me^ 
When .winds mnt throVibe>iiaked tree i 
Or firoiUQii hmi oC OcAtttrw * V 

. Ace^hoary.grqr;- 
Or blinding drifts wiid-furions flee, 

Dack^niag the. day Tn 



•, . !• . ^ 



O Nature I a' thy. shews an ■ fimns 
To feeliagt.pensiTe hearts Hae diarms i . 
Whether the smnmer kindly: warns . 

Wi' life an* light, 
Or winter howls in gusty storms. 

The lang, dark night ! . 

The Miise, nae poet ever fand her, 
Till by himsel he leam'd to wander, 
Adown some trotting burn's meander, 

An' no think ]ang ; 
O sweet, to stray an* pensive ponder 

A heart-iek sang ! 

• 

The warty race may drudge an^ drive, . 
Hog-shouther, jundie, stretch, and strive. 
Let me fieur Nature's face descrive, 

And I, wi'. pleasure, 
Shall let the busy, grumbling hive 

Bum 0wia \Se^ \xe^uxe^ 
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Tareireely < my ryhme-cmnpotii^ brither 1* 
VeVe be^ owre lan|i^ ankenn'd to ither i 
4'ow let us liy our heads thegither, 
' In love fraternal : 

^^y Envy wallop in a teditf » 

Black fiend, infernal 1 

While highlandmen hate tolls and taxes ; 
V^iile moorlan' herds like guid fiH braxies ; 
While term fima, on her axis 
'; Diurnal tumsy 
Count on a friend, in faith an' practice^ 

In Robert Bums. 



POSTSCRIPT. 



Mt memory*s no worth a' preen ; 

I had amabt forgotten clean. 

Ye bade me write you what they mean 

By this neto lights* 
'Bout which our herds sae afl hae been 

Maist like to fight. 

• 

In days when mankind were but callans 
At grammar^ logiCf an' sic talents, 
They took aae pains their speech to balance. 

Or Tidis to gie ; 
But spak their thoughts in plain, braid kdlansi 

Like you or me. 



1 1 II — »— «i^ii^i— i»i— ^1 



* See Jiote^ p« 5S. 
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In thae auld timea, tbey tliougbt the t 
JuBt lilce a sark, or pair o' sboon. 
Wore by d«gre««, to her last roon, 

Gaed past their viewing 
An' shortly aitev^be vm done, 

; ■^,,;<„] ■ Tbty gat a new one. 

This past for certain, undisputed : 
It ne'er cam i' tfa^ir heads to doubt it, 
Till ehiels gat up ao' wad confute it, 

Aa' ca'd it wrang ; 
An' nmdiie diu there was about it, 

Baith loud and lang. 

Some herds, well learn 'd upo' the beuic, 
Wad threap auld folk the tiling miiteuk ; 
•For 'twas the auld moon turn'd a neuk, 

Aa' Mt o' flight i 
An* backlins-conia, to tiu leak. 

She grew auii bright. 

This waa deay'd, it wa« aSnn'd ; 
The herds an' hittdt were alarmed ; 
The rev'rend gray -beards rav'd an' Btomi'i 

That beardleu laddies 
' Should thiidc th^ better were in&rm'd 

Tbaa their auld daddies. 

Frae less lo mair it gaed to Etieks ; 
Trae words an' ^ths to clours an' nicks ^ 
. An' moRie a fellow gat his licks, 

Wi' haarty grunt ; 



' Were hang'd an* brunt. 

• • • • • • 1 

: - f * r* 

HhSB fBme WO0 pkj^d in monie lands, 
^^An' auld4ight caddies bure sic hands, 
"Xhat, flUHIi><h«'ybi}ftgit^iiMk th^sdft^, 
'; 1 .vv.'. ir-i^^iiimble sbaflksi'' ■ '■ -^ 
*irhe lakds i^rlMiae/ by^tlphMf'^oiMiatids/ < 

\ 'Si;^ t^itil^ pranks. 

Bol nought -kerd^'^a sic a cowe, 
^olk thought them ruiifd stick-an-stowe, 
"Till now amaifiuLon ex'rjLkofiFe, 

Yell find ane plac*d; 
^n' som^y tli^'r nsw'iighf'jfsLW i^wp^. 

Just quite barefac'd* 

Nae doubt the atdd'light Jlocks are bleating 
^heir sealdoe hefds «re vex'd and ^woatin ; 
Mys^l, IVe evte seen them gr«etia 

Wi* gimtii spite, . . 

To hear the mMtt. sae sadtfy lie'd on 

, By word «>' write. 

But shortly they will cowe the louns ! 
Bome auld4ight herds in neebor tewna 
Are minil't, in things they ca' bathont^ 

^ To tak a flight, . 
An' stay a Inomh amang the moons 

An' see them right. 

Guid observation they will gie them ; 
^. An' when the quid moon*s gaun to lea'e theni^ 



The -hindmAit shaird, they'll Tetch it wi' tJ 
Just i' their pouch ; 

An' when the nete light billies see them, 
] thiuk they'll crouoh 1 

Swi yaobKivethat a' thig clatter 
Is naetliing but a ' moonshine matter ;' 
But tbo' dull prose-folk Latin splatter 

In logic tulzie, 
I hope) we bardies ken some better 

Than mind sic brulzie. 



EPISTLE TO J. R « • » • • •, 

ENCLOSING SOME POEMS. 

O RotTOH, rude, ready-witted R*««***, 
The wale o' cocks for Ain and drinkia't 
There's mony godly fslbs are thiokin, 

"Vmir drtanu* an' tricks 
Will send ycu, Korah-like, a-sinkin, 

Straught to ftuld Nick's, 

Ye hae sae monie cradks an' canta, 
And in your wicked, drucken rants. 
Ye mak a devil o' the saanti, * 
An' fill them loti; 

' A eertun humouraos dream of his wu then Bukinf 
31r the eountiy-eUe. 



Ids 

en their faiHbgs, flawf , an* wantf. 
Are a' seen thro*. 

icrisy, fn mercy spare it ! 
iljTobey O dinnatear it! 
For their sakes wha aften wear it^ 

The lads in black / 
or curst wit> when' it ooraetr near it, 

Rives't aff their hack. 

kjL wicked sinner, v^a 'yeVe skaithing, 
the hkLC'g&tim badge ah' claithing 
ts ; tak that, ye lea'e them naething 

To ken them by, 
y unregenerate heathen 
Like. you or I. 

ent you here some rhyming ware, 
I bargain'd for, an' raair ; 
en ye hae an hour to spare, 

I will expect 
g,* ye'U sen't wi' cannie care. 

And no neglect. 

faith, sma* heart hae I to sing ! 
e dow scarcely spread her wing ! 
;'d mysel a bonnie spring, 

An' danc'd my fill ! 
T gaen an' sair'd the king 

At Bunkers Hill, 

iOHg he had promised to the Author. 

K 



-*"> 



I gaed a r&mgwf Ae gmi, ^ 
An* brought apttitrici to the gnin^ 

A homiitr htm; 
And, aa the the-tivaieht wa^ b^igm^' 

Tbooglit 



Th^ poor iroo tfciBg walk Hide faartf: 
I ttraiUlili a woa fv ifMsvC^ 
Ne*er thinkin they wad fash me fov^t ; 

' Bvt, doil««MM»M r 
Somebody teBa die fOMk aeu m f - ' 

■ ■ ■ Hie haW^afifrv - 



■ I 



Some auld iiird faandii liad taV» a mtit^ 
That tic a hen had g#t » shot ; 
I was suspected for the plot ; 

I foom*d to Ik; 
So gat the whisrie o' my graett 

An' pay't the Jit. 

But, by my gun^ o* guns the wale^ 
An' by my pouther an' my hail, 
An* by my hen, an' by her tail, 

I vow an' swear ! 
The game shall pay o'er moor an' dale. 

For this, niest yean 

As soon'a the <^ckin-time is by. 
An' the wee pouts begun to cry, 
L.-*d, I'se hae sporitn by an' by, 

jFor my gowd guinea: 



Ids 

'^o' I AMdd hcoa Oie imMim kye 

For'ity in Virgmuu 

l^rowth, they had «iuckle for to blame ! 
-^^^as ntkher broken wing nbr limb, 
^^U twa-three 4caps about llie wame 

*8earoe teo' the feathera ; 
^^* baith a jdlow George to daim, 

An' thole their blethers ! 

StpitsBKi^asniad's a hare; 
^^ I can rhyme nor write nae nair ; 
^^t pgtmgfmortks ag^m is fiur, 

When time's eipedical i 
Meanwhile I am, respected Sir, 

Your most obedient. 



JOHN BARLEYCORN,*- 

A BALLAD. 
I. 

«^HSR£ was three kings into the east, 
Three kings both great and high ; 

An' they hae sworn a solemn oath 
John Barleycorn should die. 

IL ♦ 

They look a plough and ploughed him down, 
Put c!ods upon his head ; 

This is partly composed on the plan of an old song knowa 
^ same name. 

x2 



V* . . 



^nd i3MifTlm6jmomMMSkaMMA 
John BarMyeoto iwai idctad. 

.:-.' m.; ■ ■ 

But tbe^cbeerful vpring ctmB.idoSij 
And •iMw'nb^an to^{ .. 

Jolin Barleycorn igpot op a§mD, 

And sore aurpiii!d thim alL ., i. iJt uti 

. • '■ .' ■ i.: . ".: '. 

TV. ■ . ^ 

The sultry suns of suminer cam^ . . 

And he grew thkk and stzongt < -^ ^ ^ 
His head wee! ann*d wl' pointed ipaait; ^ 

That'no one should-hian wrong. 

-4' ■ r 
. » T. . 

The^ber autumn enter'd mfld. 
When he grew wan and pale ; 
His bending joints and droopmg head, 

Show*d he began to fail. 

VI. 

His colour sicken'd more and more. 

He faded into age ; 
And then his enemies began 

To shew their deadly rage. 

They've taen a weapon long and sharps 

And cut him by the knee ; 
Then ty'd him fast upon a cart, 

Like a rogue for forgerie. 



t9T 

VilL 

lid him down upon his back|. - 
cudgeird hiin full sore ; . 
ung hiui up before t6o storoi^ 
turn'd him o'er and o'er. 

IX, 

Jled up k darksome pit 
r water to the brim, 
>eaved in' John harleycorn^ - 
*e let him sink or^swinu 

X."' 

aid him but upon the floor^ ' 
rork him farther woe ; 
ill^ as sighs of life appeared, * 
f toss'd him to and fro. 

XL 

rastedi o*er a scorching flame, 

marrow of his bones ! 

niller used him worst of all, 

he crushed him between two ston«s. 

XII. 

ley hae ta'en his very heart's bloody 
drank it round and round ; 
ill the more and more they drank, 
ir joy did more abound. 

X3 






* XIIL 
John Badfiycom wat a kero bol^ 

Of noble eaterpriae ; 
For if you do bat tatte his Uood^ 

Twill make ymir coocage riac 

*TwiIl make a man bng/tt his woe :: 
'Twin hei^ten all his joy : 

Twill make the widow's h^ut to sing,^ 
Tho' the tear were in her eje* 

Then let ua toast John Barieycon^ 
Each man a glass in hand ; 

And may his great posterity 
Ke'er fail in. old Scotland t 



A FRAGMENT. 



When GuUford good our pilot stood; 

And did our. hellim tiiraw^ man, 
Ae night, at tea, began a plea^ 

Within America* man : 
Then up they gat the maskin-pat» 

And in the sea did jaw, man ; 
An' did nae less, in full congress^ 

Xban quite refuse qxa ^%w> \nasx^. 
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IL 

Leu thro' the lakes Monigowiery takes^^ 
•C> wat liti was ua sU«r, man : 
^^o\ru Lou^rie's bum he took a turn» 

^ad Carleion did ca', luaii : 
^Ut yet, what-reck, hs, at Quebec^ 
^outgoaiery-like did t'a', liiau ; 
^^V sword iu iiand, before liis band^ 
^mang bis eaemies a*, man. 

III. 

^oor Tammy Gage, within a cage 
Was kept at Boston ha\ xnan ; 
iTill WiUie Hme took o'er the knowe 

For Pkiiaddphiaf man : 
\Vi* sword an" gun he thought a sin 
Guid Chrifitiftti blood to draw, man ; 
But at New* Yorky wi* knife an' fork^ 
Sir-loin he hacked sma', man. 

lY. 
Burgoyne gaed up, like sptu: an' whip. 

Till Fraser brave did fa', man ; 
Then lost his way, ae misty day, 

In Saratoga shaw, man. 
ComxjoallU ibught as lang's he dought, 

An' did the buckskins claw, man ; 
But Clinton's glaive frae rust to save, 

He hung it to the wa', man. 



V. I 

Then Montague, an' Guilford too> 

B^an to feat a (a.', ntaii ; I 

And HacIiviUe dourc, wlia stood the sto«M^ 

The German chief to thrav, maac 
For Paddy Burke, like onie Turk, 

Nac mercy hiid at a', man ; 
' An' Charlie Fox threw by the box, 

An' lowi'd his tinkler jaw, iubq. 

vr. 

Tiien Roc/ting/tam took up the game-;- I 

Till ileath did on hiin ca.', mao ; 
Wht'ii SheU/ume meek held up his chej 

Confnrni to gospel law, man, 
Saint Stephen's boys, wi' jarring noise, 

They did hia incaEures thraw, nian> 
For North an' Fox united stocks, 

An' bore him to the wa', man. 

Til. 
Then clubs an' hearmrere Charlie's carti 

He swept the stakes avra', man, 
Till the diamond's ace, of Indian race, 

Led him a aair/attx pat, man : 
The Saxon lads, wi' loud placads, 

On Chatham's hoy did ca', man ; 
An' Scotland drew her pipe, an' blew, 

' Up, Willie, waur them a', man 1' 

VIII. 
Behind the throne then Grenvilh's got 
A »ecret word or twa, manj 



SOI 

^V^liile slee Dundas arous'd the classy 
fie-north the Romau wa*, man : 
^' ChathaMs wraith, in hiiavenly graitb, 
(Inspired bardies saw, mun) 
i' kindlipg eyes cry'd, < WilUe^ rise I 
A^ould I hae feared them a' maa ?' 

IX. 

^^ word an' blow, Norths Fox^ and Co. 
^^owTd JVillie like a ba*. man, 
"^ ^11 Suthron raise, and coost their claise 
Sehind him in a raw^ raim ; 

' Caledon threw- by the dronei 
^Aol* did her whittle draw, man ; 
^' swoor fu' rude, thro* dirt an' blood 
Tomak it guid in law, man. 



SONG, 

Tunfi'-^ CoaN aioi ahe boknie.* 

I. 

It was upon a Lammas night. 

When corn rigs are bonnie. 
Beneath the moon's unclouded h'gbt, 

I held awa to Annie : 
The time flew by wi' tentless heed^ 

'Till 'tween the late and early, 
Wi' sma' persuasion she agreed, 

^ sec me thro' the barley. 

K 5 
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TbeiAy #06 U«e^ th(e wind ^tas atffl^ 

The moofei Was flbSailEig defti^y ^ 
I set her dto^A wi' right good Wfil^ 

Anattig the rigs d^ barley: 
I ken't her heart was a' my ain ; 

I lov*d her most smcerely ; 
I IciiteVi hei^ fmv6 and owre agftfo*. 

Amang Hkt wigB ^' barley* 

I lock'd h^ mrAj fond dmbt-ttce f 

Her he^art was beating rartf^r -^^ *-• - 
My biessil^ oUr that hdp{^ pkcn^ ^^ '''A 

Amang the rigs o* bartey f - *'•* 
But by the moon and stifrs so bright^ 

That shone that hour so clearly ! 
She ay shall bless that happy night, 

Amang the rigs o' barley. 

!¥• 

I hae been blithe wi' comrades dear ;, 

I hae been merry drinkin ; 
I hae been joyfu' gathrin gear ; 

I hae been happy thinkin ; 
But a' the pleasures e'er I saw, 

Tho' three times doubl'd fairly, 
That happy uight was worth them h\ 

Amang the rigs o' barley. 



•4' 



CHORUS. 

Cam rigt, an' hartey rigt, 
Ati tant riga are hamiie t 

TU ne'er Jorget that happy rnght, 
Aumtg Ae r^t xo^ Annie. 



noM— • I BAD i. noMsm, I HAD xaK a 



Now weitlin' winds, aad slaught'rmg gina 

Bring aatumn's pleasaat weather ; 
^The moorcock springs on whirring Wingf^ 

A*nang the blooming ht^ther ; 
Now waving fjiiiin. wide o'er the plain, 

Delights the weary farmer j 
Ji,ad the moon shioes brigtit, when I rOTC at night. 

To muse upon my cliariaer. ■ 

IL 
Tbe partridge lovea the fruitful fells f . 

The plover loTes the laooobUDB ; 
The woodcock hauoUi the lonely deUs;. : 

The soaring hern the fuuntaios t 
Thro' lof^y groves the cusiiat roveii 

The path of man to shun it ; 
The hasel buih o'erhanga the thrush, 

Tbe spreading thorn the linnet- - 



III. 

Tfaus er'ry liiad that pleasure fiad^ 

Tlie savage ^nd the tender ; 
Some social join, and leagues coinbiae L 

Some solitary wander : 
Avaunt away ! the cruel sway, 

Tyrannic man's dominion ; 
The sportsman's joy, the murd'ring cry^. 

The flutt'ring^ gory ptnioa t 

IV. 

But Peggy dear, the ev'ning'a clear. 

Thick flies the skimniing swallow ;. 
The sky Is blue the fields in view. 

All fading green and yellow ; 
Come let us stray our gladsome «ay. 

And view ihe charms of nature ; 
The rustling corn, the Truited thoro^ 

And every happy crcalurc. 



% 



We'll gently walk, and sweetly talk'^ 

Till the silent moon shine clearly ; 
I'll grasp thy waist, and, fondly prest) 

Swtar how I love thee dearly ; 
Not vernal, show'rs to budding flow'rs, 

Not autumn to the farmer. 
So dear can be &s thou to me, 

My fair, my lovely charoter*' 



i 



SONG. 

Tunf—" Mr Narkii 0." ' 

I. 
Bkhimd jroa hilla where Lugar* flova^ 

'Mang moors an' mosiei roaoy. Or 
Thewintrj saa the day hai dcw'd,-. 

And I'll awa to Nannie, O. 

II. 

The irestlitl wind blaws loud an' ahill ! 
The night's baltli mirk and laiay, O; 
It I'll get my piuiil, on' out I'll steal,- 
Ait' owre Uie hills to Nannie, O. 



in. 

[y Kannie's charming, sweet, an' young; 
Nae axlfu' wilos to win ye, O : 
ly iU befa' the flattering tongue 
That wad beguile tay Nannie, 0> 



IV. 
Ber face ia fair, her heart is true. 

As apolless as ahe't bonoie, O : 
The op'ning gowan, wet wt' dew, 

Nae purer ia tlian Nannie, O. 



^ OiiipanUj Stiacbu. 



f 



IV. 
For you sue douce^- ye sneer at thic^ ^ 

Ye're nought but senseless asses, O r 
The wisest man the warl' e'er saw. 
He dearly lov'd the lasses, O. 

Green gr&iOf &em 

• V. 

Auld Natui^ swears, the lovdy dears 
Her noblest work she classes, O ; 

Her 'prentice han' she try'd on man> 
An' then she made the lasses, O. 

Green grofoo^ &e^ 



SONG. 

Tune — " Jockey's grey bxeeks/' 

Again rejoicing nature sees 

Her robe assume its vernal hues. 

Her leafy locks v/ave in the breeze, 
All freshly steep'd in morning dews. 

CHORUS.* 



20» 

. - . 11. ^ . * , 

la vun to me the cowslips^ blaw, * *- «■ 

In vaio to me |he vi'lets spring ; 
In vain to me, in glen or shaw^ 

The mavis and the fint white sing. 

= 'v: And maun I stillj &€^ 

# ■ 

in. 

The merry ploughboy cheers his team^ 
Wi' joy the tentie seedsman stalks. 

But life to me's a weary dream^ 
A dream of wie that never wauks; 

And maun I stUl, &c. 



\. 



. ■, IV. , . ■,. .: . . 

The wanton coot the water skims, 
Amang the reeds the Iducklings cry. 

The stately swan majestic. swims, 
And ev'ry thing is blest but !• 

And maun I still, &c» 

V. 

The sheep'herd steeks his Guiding ilap. 
And owre the moorlands whistles ahill,,* 

Wi' wild, unequal, wandering step 
I meet him on the dewy hill. 

And maun I stillf &c» 

VI. 

And when the lark, 'tween light and dark^ 
9Uthe waukens by the daisy's side^ 



•. 



jlnd mmnitt and ringn pn flntleriiig wnigi^ 
A woe-wiva fMitfc I kanioifwAgiidtU 

. ' .. ' ' 'i ■ ■ . I' ^ ** '. ■ 

TfXL . , . 

.Ctea«» \niMr» wiA thint angrj hoiri. 
And nigiiig ben^tbe naked tiMt 

lliy gloom will aoodi ay dwericM iouli^ 
Whea naum aB it «ad Ubmlft I , 

CHQMJS* 

■ ^ 

And nunm I iiiB €m Mtme datiip 
. AnditarAiuarB^MfMiMkmf'itef 
For ietjH.jiBt tUidt, an* itsUke akatAf . 
M U mmta let a bcd^ ieJ'^ 



SONG. 

ROSLIH CaSTLS.*^ 

L 

The gloomy night is gathering fiMt». 
Loud roars the wild inconstant bluit ; 
Yon murky cloud is foal with raia^ 

I see it driving o'er the plain. 

II 

• We cannot presume to alter any of the poems of our bare 
and more especially those printed un ler his own direction ; y( 
it is to be regretted that this chorus^ vvaich is not of bis ow 
composition, should be attached to these fine stanzas^ as it pel 
petttally interrapts the train of sentiment which Chey ezdte. 

B. 



The huiiter bow Jim left the wgm^ 
The scatter'd cdvey^ au»ai fleeur^. - . 
While here I wander prest with care> 
Along the lonelgr boaks of Ayr, 

The Autumn mourns her rip'ning cona 
By. early Winter's ravage torn ; 
Across her placid, azure sky. 
She sees the scowling tempest fly : 
Chill runs my blood to hear it rave^ 
I think upon^the stormy wave» 
Where many a. danger I must darCi^ 
Far from the bonnie banks, of ^^r. 

m. 

'Tis not the surging billow*s roar i 
*Tis not that fatal deadly shore ;: 
Tho' death in ev'ry shape appear^ 
The wretched have no more to fear; 
But round my heart the ties are bounds 
That heart transpierc'd with many a wound;, 
These bleed i^esh^ those ties I tearj 
To leave the iionnie baata of Ag^ 

IV. 

Farewell, old Codla^s hills and dales. 
Her heathy moors and winding vales ; ' 
The scenes where wretched fancy roves. 
Pursuing past, unhappy loves ! 
Farewell, my friends ! Farewell, my foes i 
My peace with these, my love with those— ^ 



The bursting tears mjr heart declate-^ 

FuteweU the bonnie banks of Ayr.' 



Tuat—f GiLDEBOT.' 
I. 

FaoM thee, Elizn, I must go, 

And from nay native shore j 
The cruel fates between us ihroWj 

A boundless ocean's roar : 
But boundless oceans, roaring wide. 

Between my love and me, 
They never, never can divide - 

My heart and soul from thee. 

Farewell, farewell, Elixa dear, -' - 

The maid that I adore ! 
A boding voice is in minfe «ar, 

We part.to ihect ne more 1 ' 
But thelast throb that leavefl my hearty ' 

While death stands victor by, 
That throb, Elixa, is thy part, 

Aftd thine that latest stgh \ 
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SIS 
THE FAREWELL \ 

• - ■ ■ ' 1 ■ r J 

rrO THE BRJ^THREN OF ST JAU^ES'S . LODGB, 

TARBOLTON. 

^uncm^* Good night jlxd jot be wi* tou a* !' 

I. 

Adisu ! — ahcart-wann, fond adieu ! 

Dear brothers of the mystic tie! 
Ye favour'd, ye efdightend few, 

Companions of my social joy ! 
Tho' I to foreign lands ipust hie, 

Pursuing Fortune's slidd*ry ba*, 
1/V^ith melting hearty and brimful eye, 

I'll mind you still, tho' far awa'. 

n. 

Oft have I. met your social band. 

And spent the cheerful, festive night ; 

Oft, honour'd with supreme command. 
Presided o'er the sons of light : 

And by that hieroglyphic bright, 

Which none but crtiftsmen ever saw ! 

Strong mera'ry on my heart shall write 

. Those happy scenes when far awa*. 

III. 

May freedom, harmony, and love, 

Unite you in the grand design^ 
Breath th' omniscient eye above, 

The glorious architect divine ! 



r ""• ~i 



That thou m^y keep tb' unerri^ line. 
Still rising by the plummet's law, 

"nil order bright completely sMfle, 
Shall be my yr»y'r when far awa'. 

IV. 

And t/ou farewell I whose merits claim, 

Justly, that highest badge to wear ! 
Heav'n bless your honour'd, noble nmne, 

To MasoTiri/ and Scotia dear! 
A last request permit me here, 

When yearly ye assemble a', 
One roufid, I ask it with a tear, 

To him, the Bard that's far aaaf ! 



1 



■ i. 

No churchman ata I for to i«i} ta\S to writer 
No statesman rof aoMier M plot or to figftt, 
Ko sly man of business contriving a searc, 
For a big-betty'd bottie's ^te wh<^ of my care. 

11. 
The peer I don't etirj, 1 phre hnn Ihb bow j 
I scorn not the pessMrt, tho' ever so lew ; 
But a club of good feHews, iike those that are be 
And a bottle like this, are ny glory ani care. 



Slf 

m. 

Bew ftmoL tte B^iue on his biiollkeiw.diiff borne ; 
There centum per centum, the cit with his purse ; 
Bat see you the craum how it waves m the air, 
There a big-belly'd bottle still eases my care. 

IV. : . . • . ' = 

The wife of my botom, alas! rif^diildie? 
¥or aweet consolatfon to church 1 die! fly ; 
I found that old Solomon proved it fair, 
That a big-belly'd bottle's a cure #br sdl carew 

' V. 

I once was persuaded a ventufe to make ; 
. A letter informed me that all was to wreck ; 
^ut the pursy eld landlord just waddled up staiiiy 
With a gloridis bottle that ended my cares. 

VL 

life's cares tiiey are comforts'*— -a maxim Hud down 
y the bard, what d'ye call him, that wore the black 

gown ; 
^^4, faith, I agree with th' old prig to e tinr; 
^>^ a big-belly'd bottle's a heav'n of care. 

A Stanza added in a Mason Lodge* 
•^en fill up a bumper and make it o'erfiow, 
,|^|*^^ honours masonic prepare for to throw ; 
^^y every true brother of the compass and square 
'^■^Ve a big-belly'd bottJe when harass'd'with care ! 

* Youi^V Night THoQghtf. 



t» FSIABS-CARSE HESMITASII 

(.• -dill 11, - . i,**^ KIIH-SIOE. I 

Thoo whom chance may liither leail, i 

Be thou clad in russet weed, >. 

Bp thou deckt in silken stole, | 

Grave these counsels on thy bouI. ^ | 

Life is but a day at most, , 

Sprung from nipht. In darknces lost; i 
Hript' not sunsliine every hour. 

Fear not clouds will always lower. ,, 

, As youth snd love with eprigiitly dance, j 

Ben' atli thy morning star advance, ,tl 

Pleasure with her sirun air \ 

Mav delude the thouphlless pair ; ' 

Let prudence hlesi enjoyment's cup, •' 
■ Then raplur'd sip, and sip it up. 

As thy day grows warm and high. 
Life's ineridian flaming nigh, 
Dost thou spurn the humble vale? 
Life's prouil summits vould'st thou scaler* 

Check thy climbing step, elate, ..,( 

Evils' lurk in felon wait: 
.Dangers, eagle-pin ion' d, bold, . 
Soar around each cliffy hold, ,, ' 

While cheerful peace, with linnet song, 
Chants the owly dells among. 
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Km tbe shadefl of ev'ning closey 

ck'ning thee to long repose ; 

life itself becomes disease, 

,'k the chimney-neuk of ease. 

3re ruminate with sober thought, 

all thou*8t seen, and heard, and wrought ; 

d teach the sportive younkers round, 

n of experience, sage and sound. 

, man's true, genuine estimate, 

e grand criterion of his fate^ 

lot, Art thov high or low ? 

1 thy fortune ebb or flow ? 

I many talents gild thy span ? 
frugal fiature grudge thee one ? 

II them, and press it on their mind, 
thou thyself must shortly find, 

3 smile of JErown of awful'Heav'n, 
virtue or to vice is giv'n. 
', to be just, and kind, and wise, 
^re solid self-enjoyment lies ; 
It foolish, selfish, faithless ways, 
d to the wretched, vile, and base. 



lius resigned and quiet, creep 
the bed of lasting sleep ; 
;p, whence thou shalt ne'er awak^^ 
ht, where dawn shall never break, 
future life, futid'e no more, 
light and joy the good restore, 
light and joy unknown before. 

>. III. Ir 






Stranger, go ! Heav'n he thy guide 
Quod the beadsnian of Nith-side. 



Dweller in yon dungeon dark, 
Hangman of creation ! mark 
Who in widoB-weede appears, 
l.ad(>n with unhoouurtd years, 
NooGing with care a bursting purge 
Bnited with many a deadly cursel 



View the witlietU beldam's fac^— 
Can tliy keen inspection trace 
Aught of humanity's sweet melting grac 
Note that eye, 'tis rlteum o'erflows. 
Pity's flood there never rose. 
Soe those liands, ne'er stretch'd to save. 
Hands that took — but never gave. 
Keeper of Mammon's iron chest, 
Lo, there she goes, unpTtied and unblegl 
She goes, but not to realms of everlastiii 

ANTISTROPHE. 

Plunderer of armies, lifl thine eyes, 
(A while forbear, ye tort'ring fiends) 
Secst thou n'bosc step unwilling hitlier h 



Ko fttQen angel, hurl'd from upper skies ; ' * 

Tig thy trusty quondam matCy 
Doom'd to share thy fiery fate, 

She, tardy, hell-wacrd plies. 

£PODE. 

• 

And are they df no more avail, 
Ten thousand glitt'ring pounds a-year ? 
^ other worlds can Mammon fail, 
"Omnipotent as he is here ? 
0, bitter mock'ry of the pompons biet^ 
^iledown the wretched utalpdrt is driv'n ! 
^e cave-lodg*d beggar, with a conscience clear, 
£xpti<e8 iB-rags, unknown, and goes to Heav'n# 



ELEGY 

ON CAPT. MATTHEW HENDERSON, 

^^itTLESTAK WHO HELD THE PATENT FOR HIS HONOUAS 
IMMEDIATELY FEOM ALMIGHTY OOD I 



But now his radiant course is run, ''" 
For Matthew*s course was bright ; 

His soul was like t/ie ftiorious sun, 
A matcJUess, Heav'iUy Ligitt ! 



O DEATH ! thdu tyrant fell and bloody \ 
The meikle devil wi* a woodie 
Haurl thee hame to his black smiddie, 

. O'er hurcheon hidesj, 
• t2 
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And like sCock-£sh come u'er hli studdlKj 
\Vi' tliy auld sides ! J 

He's gatie, he's gnnc ! he's frae us ton^ 
The ae best fellow e'er was Imni ! 
niee, Mattbew, Nature's se! shall mourn 

By wood and vUd, 
Where, haply, pity strays fotiorn, . J 

Frae roan exil'd. | 



Ye hills, near ncebors o' the stams, 
That proudly cock your cresting cairns J 
Ye cliflfi, the haunts of sailing yearns. 

Where echo slumbergj 
Come join, ye Nature's Bturdieat bairns, 

My wailing numbers • 

Mourn, ilka [jtoVe ihe cushat kens ! 
Ye haz'lly shaws and briery dens ! 
Ye burnics, wimplin down your glent, 

Wi' toddlin din, 
pr foamiDg Strang, wi' hasty stens, 

Frae lin to lin. 

Mourn, little harebells o'er the lee i 
Ye stately fosgloves foir to see; 
Ye woodbines, hanging bonnilie 

In scented bow'rs ; 
Ye roses on your thorny tree, 

The first o' flow'rs. 

At dawn, when ev'ry grassy blade 
Droops wiEh a diiunond at bia hesd. 
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^t ein, wben beans their fragrance ishti, 

r th' riutling gale, 

^« mauklns whiddin thro* the glade. 

Come join my wai). 

Honrn, ye wee longsterA o* the wood; ^ 
Si^« grouse that crap the heathor bud ; 
^m eurlewt calling thro' a ciud ; 

Ye whistling plover ! 
A^nd mourn, ye whirring paitrick brood ; . 

He's gane for ever ! 

Mourn, sooty coots, and speckled teals ; 
iTe fisher herons, watching eels ; 
Ve duck and drake, wi* airy wheels 

Circling die lake ; 
STe bitterns, till the quagmire reels, 

Rair for his sake. 

Mourn, clamVinig craiks at close o' day, 
Aiang fields o' flow'ring clover gay ; 
^knd when ye wing your annual way 

Frae our cauid shore, 
tTell thae far warlds, wha lies in clay, 

Wham we deplore. . 

Ye houlets, fi-ae your ivy bow'r, 
3n some auld tree, or eldritch tow'r, 
^What time the moon, wi' silent glow'r, 

Sets up her horn, 
"Wail thro' the dreary midnight hour 

Till waukrife mora 1 



J^ tirexs, forests, hills, and plaius i 
Oft have ye heard my u'anty strains ; 
But now,,wliat e.Isc for nie remains, . ^ 

But talcs of woe ; 
And frae my een the drnpping raiaa 

Maun ever flow. 1 

,, Mourn, fipriug, thou darling of the year^ 
Ilk cowslip cup shall keji a tear : 
Thou, simmer, wliile eacli corny spear 

Shoots up its head. 
Thy gay, green, flow'ry tresses shear, 

For him that's dead I 

Thou, ^tumn,, ni' thy yellow Iwir^ i 

III grief thy sallow mantle tear ! ^^^ 

Thou, winter, hurling thro' the aiE ^^^^H 

The roaring blast, 
Wide o'er the naked world declare 

The worth we've ioa* ! 

Mourn him, thou sun, great source of ligb' 
Mourn, empress of the siient night ! 
And yox, ye twinkling stamies bright, 
^ My Matthew mourn! 

For through your orbs he's ta'en his flight, 
Ne'er to return. 

O Henderson ! the man ! the brother 1, 
And art thou gone, and gone for ever ! 
And halt thou crost that unknown Tiv«T t 
, . . I4fe'* dre(U7 bound ! 
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e thee, wbere shall I find another. 

The world around ! 



Go to your sculptur'd tombs, ye Great/ 
^'^ a* the tinael trash o' state ! 
^utf by thy honest turf I'll wait, 

Thou man of worth 1 
*^>^d weep the ae best fellow's fate 

E'er lay in earth. 



THE EPITAPH. 

^^op, passenger ! my story's brief ; 

And truth I shall relate man ; 
^ tell nae common tale o' grief; 

For. Matthew' was a great man. 

If* thou uncommon merit hast. 

Yet spurn'd at fortune's door, man ; 

^ look of pity hither cast. 

For Matthew was a poor man. 

Xf thou a noble sodger art, 

That passest by this grave, man, 

There moulders here a gallant heart ; 
For Matthew was a brave man. 

If thou on men, their works and ways. 
Canst throw uncommon light, man ; 

Here lies wha weel had won thy praise, 
For Matthew was a bright man. # 

l4 



I Ifthou «t frirad^ip's lacred ca' 
Wad life itaeli* resign, man ; 
Tliy sympalheiic tear maun fa', 
For Matlbew was a kind man I 

K thou ort staunch witliout a stain, 
Like the unchanging blue, man { 

Tliis was a kinsman o' thy oin, 
For Matthew was a true man. 

If tliou liast wit, and fun, and fire. 
And ne'er guid wine did fear, mao i 

This was thy billie, dam, and sire, 
For Matthew wai a q^ucer num. 

If ony whiggish whicgin sot, 

To blame poor Mattlicw dare, mas ; 

May dool and sorrow be his lot. 
For Matthew was a rare man. 



LAMENT 



MAIfY, Q.V£EN Of SCOT 

ON THE APPROACH OPSPRING. 

Now Nature hangs her mantle green 

On ev'ry blooming tree. 
And spreads her sheets o' daiuei whitQ.- 

Qut 6'et the grassy -lea ;. 
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^ow FlioebuB cheers the crystal stretan^i 

And glads the azure skies ; 
-^Ut nought caQ glad the weary wight 

That fast in durance lies. 

^ow lay'rocks wake the merry morti, 

Aloft on dewy wing ; 
-•^Tie merle, in hb noontide bow'r, 

Makes woodland echoes ring ; 
^^he mavis mild wi' many a note. 

Sings drowsy day to rest : 
^^ love and freedom they rejoice^ 

Wi' care nor thrall opprest. 

^ow blooms the lily by the bank^ 

The primrose down the brae ; 
The hawthorn's budding in the gleo> 

And milk-white is the slae : 
The meanest hind in fair Scotland 

May rove their sweets amang ; 
But ly the Queen of a* Scotland, 

Maun lie in prison Strang. 

I'was the Queen o' bonnie Fra»ce, 

Where happy I hae been ; 
Fa' lightly raise I in the morn. 

As blithe lay down at e'en : 
And I'm the sov'reign of Scotland, 

And mony a traitor there : 
Yet here I lie in foreign bands. 

And never ending care. 



J.6 
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Dot as f a hull w air. 

My t a 1 n y fa 
(ii'im gaa ) t II tvl a snrort)~ 

Tlia 1 tl y ! h 11 gfl : 
The w p g bl ml w breast 

Was never known to thee ; 
Nor th' balm that drnps ou woimds of woe 

Frae woman's pitying e'e. 

My son ! ray son ! may kinder stars 

Upon thy fortune shine ; 
And may those pleasures gild thy reiga. 

That ne'er wad blink on mine ! 
God keep thee frae thy mother's faes, 

Or turn their hearts to thee : 
And where thou meet'st thy mother's fneod, 

Hemcmber him for mc I — _ 

'<« 

O ! soon, to me> mnj samin^-stiiis- ' '• 

Noe mair, light up the mom ! 

Kae mair, to me, the autumn winds- 
Wave o'er the yellow corn ! 

And in the narrow house o' death 
Let winter round me rave ; 

And the next flow'rs that deck the spritifr- 
Bloom on my peaceful grave !■ 
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TO 

ROBERT GUAHAM, Esa. 

OF FINTRA. 



Late cripprd of an arm, and now a leg. 
About to beg a pass for leave to beg ; 
Dully listless, teas*d, dejected, and deprest, 
(Nature is adverse to a cripple's rest ;) 
Will generous Graham list to his poet's wail ? 
(It soothes poor misery, hearkening tp her tale) 
And hear him curse the light he first surveyed. 
And doubly curse the luckless rhyming trade ? 

Thou, Nature, partial Nature, I arraign ; 
Of thy caprice, maternal I complain. 
The lion and the bull thy care have found. 
One shakes the forests, and one spurns the ground \ 
Thou giv'st the ass his hide, the snail his shell, 
Th' envenom'd wasp, victorious, guards his cell. 
Thy minions, kings defend, control, devour, 
In all th' omnipotence of rule and power. — 
Foxes and statesmen, subtile wiles ensure ; 
The cit and polecat stink, and are secure* 
Toads with their poison, doctors with their drug. 
The priest and hedgehog in their robes, are snug. • 
£v'n silly woman has her warlike aits. 
Her tongue and eyes, her dreaded spear and darts. 

But Oh ! thou bitter step-mother and hard. 
To thy poor, fenceless, naked child— the Bardl 

1.6 



A tting imteftchpble in woyld'a akiH . 
And half an ideot top, mMe helpkaa atillL 
Ho heda to bear him from the op'niiy don;. 
No dawa to dig^hkhaiai ai^ to ahim ; 
Nol hornai but thoao Iqc J^icV^fM Hymen wokUy. 
And thoaop alaa ! not Amaitbea'a horn-:. 
No nenrea oi&ct'rj;i^M«mmon'a trni^ ieo^: - ^ 
Clad in richdnfaifiai' comfortable flv^ -r- ^" '^^ 
In naked feeluigy and in acbmg pride» •' 

He bean th' unbroken Uaat ftoni tt^rj aide ^. 
¥ampjfre bookaellin dnin him to' dM) heart,. 
And ac^Tplon crilita ciureleaa iteDom dait«; 
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Criiica-^ppalfd Z venture on tbenilBie, ' *- 
Tboae cut-tluroat bandita in the patha of fimiexi 
Bloody diaaectors, worse than ten Monroca; 
He hacka to teach, they mangle to expoae. 

Ilis heart by causeless wanton malice wrung,.. 
By blockheads' daring into madness stung ; 
His well-won bays, than life itself more dear, 
By miscreants torn, who ne'er one s^rig most wea^ 
Foird, bleeding, tortur'd, in the unequal strife, 
The hapless poet flounders .on thro* life. 
Till fled each hope that once his bosom fir'd, 
And fled each muse that glorious once inspired. 
Low sunk in squalid, unprotected age. 
Dead, even resentment, for his injur*d page. 
He heeds or feels no more the rutliless critic's rage 

So, by some hedge, the gen'rous steed deceaa'd^ 
For half-stary'd snarling curs a dainty feast ; 



toil and fiKnine wore to akin and honoi, 
58 BenaeksMi of each tugging bitch*a soft 

O dohieaa 1 portion of the truLy bleat ! 

Im ahdter'd haven of eternal rest ! 

y aona ne'er madden in the fierce extremce 

' fortnne'a polar froat, or torrid beama. 

mantling high ahe fills the golden cup, 

ith sober selfish ease they sip it up ; 

loscioua the bounteous meed they well deserve^.. 

ley only wonder, < some folks' do not starve. 

le grave sage hern thus easy picks his frog, 

nd thinks the mallard a sad worthless dog. 

''hen disappointment snaps the clue of hope, 

nd thro' disastrous night they darkling grope, 

"ith deaf endurance sluggishly they bear, 

Qd just conclude < that fools are fortune's care.* 

^ heavy, passive to the tempest's shocks, 

'ong on the sign-post stands the stupid ox. 

^^ot 80 the idle muses' mad-c^ train, 
t such the workings of their moon^struck brain ^, 
equanimity tjiey. never dwell, 
turns in soaring hcav'n, or vaulted hell, 

t dread thee, fate, relentless and severe, 
ith all a poet's, husband's, father's fear ! 
^eady one strong hold of hope is lost, 
^ncaim the truly noble, lies in dust ; 
i^ed, like the sun eclips'd as noon appeara^^ 
^d left us darkling in a world of tears :) 



en hetr my; uimMt ;pirt>il»ridfiiii ^puiylci .wi; 
litOrth myu>th»r.<tiy^ihMajg.Ma»aDit ■paf ij.. - -- 
Thro' a long life his hopet and wishei crown. 
And bright in dindlfiM ihiea hia iraa go iawarf ' 
May hUu ^femettacinioolkiiia^ private {Mftb^^.v 
eire nawgy.tB.lifc ; :aiid<oolk hial^fait Araalfc> 
WiA many-a filial tfl«Ldirliiig,thftbaji fMMtt^ 

' • ■ c« . . 

* • ■ r. •■ I.. • . .1 ::*... :.i,>.^. .t'., ; , ". ^- 
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JAJMtESf EARL OF ai^liCAIR^^ 



The wind blew hollow frae the* hills. 

By fits the sun's drafting beam 
Looked on the fading yellow woods 

That wav'd o'er Lugar's winding stream ; - 
' Beneath a craigy steep, a bard, 

Laden with years and meikle pain, 
' In loud lament bewail'd his lord, 

Whom death had all untimely ta'en. 

He lean'd.him to an ancient aik, 

Whose trunk was mould'ring down with years ; 
His locks were bleached white with time. 

His hoary cheek was wet wi' tears ! 
And as he. touch'd his trembling harp. 

And as he tun'd his doleful saDg, 
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te winda, lamtotiDg thro^ their C9Sft§j , 
To echo bore the notes alang. 

Ye scatter'd birds that fiuntly mg, 
** The reliques of the vernal qaire ! 
Ye woods that shed on a- the winds 
<< The honours of the aged year ! 
A few short months, and glad and gay, 
** Again ye'll charm the ear and e'e ; 
But nocht in all revolving time 
Can gladness bring again to me. 
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I am a bending- aged tree> 

*^ That long has stood the wind and rain ; 

Bat now has come a cruel blast, 

<< And my last hald of earth is gane : 

Nae leaf o' mine sliall greet the spring, 

« Nae simmer sun exalt ray bloom ; 

But I maun lie before the storm, * 

" And ithers plant them ia my room. 

I 

IVe seen sae mony changefu' years^ 

" On earth I am a stranger grown ; 

I wander in the ways of men, 

" iVlike unknowing and unknown : 

Unheard, unpitied, unrellev'd, 

** I bear alane my lade o' care, . 

For silent, low, on beds of dust, 

^* Lie a^ that would my sorrows share»^ 

And last, (the sum of a' my griefs 1).- 
«< My noble master lies in clay ;. 
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■• The flow'r amang our barons bold, 

" His country's pride, his country's itay i 

" In weary being now 1 pine, 
" For a' the life of life is dead, 

" And liopi; has left my aged ben, 
" On forward wing for ever fled 
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" AwaVe thy last sad voice, my harp ! 

" The voice of woe and wild despair 
" Awake.', resound thy latest lay, 

" Then aleep in silence evennair I 
" And thou, my lost, best, only friend, 

" That filial an untiaieiy tomb, 
" Accept tlus [ribute from the bard 

" Thou brought from fortune'^ niirLect gloom 

" In poverty's low barren vale, 

" Thick mists, obscure, involv'd roe round; 
*' Though oft I Uirn'd the wistful eye, 

" Nae ray of firat: was to be found : 
" Thou found'st me, like the morning sua 

" That melt! tha f<^ in limpid tur, 
" The friendless bard and rustic •ong, . . 

'« Became alike thy ftntcriog cue. 

" O ! why has worth so- shcvt a dal£ ? 

" While villains ripen grey with time t - 
" Must thou, the noble, gen'rous, great, 

" Fall in bold manhood's hardy prinve ! . 
■■ Why did I live to eee that day ? 

" A day to me so full of woe i 
.1 I had 1 met the.morlal shaft 

« Wbidi laid my benefactor low I 
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"The bridegroom may forget the bride 
** Was made hit wedded wik yestreen ; 
The monarch may forget the crown 
** That on his head an hour has becQ ; 

^* The mother may forget the child 
** TbBt smiles sae sweetly on her knee i 

^ Sut I'll remember thee, Glencairn, 
«< 4nd a' that thou hast done for me T 



LINES 



SXXT TO^ 



SIB JOHN WHITBFOORD* OF WHITEFOORB. 

BART. 

WITH" THE YOUEQOINO POB14« 

Thou, wIio thy honour as thy God rerer'st, 
Who, save thy mind's reprwKhy nought earthly fear'st. 
To thee this votive offering I impart, 
The tearful tribute of a broken heart. 
The friend thou valued*st, I the patron lov*d ; 
Jfia worth, his honour, al) the world approved. 
We'll mourn till we too go as he has gone, 
J^nd tread the drefiry path to that dark world un- 
|nowa«. 



TAM O' SHANTElt : 
A TALE. 



Of Brovnijii and of BogilUfidl U iKit Bake. 

OAWiN SOCaLAJ 

WiiEM chapmen billies leave the street. 
And drouthy neebors, neebi>rs meet. 
As market'days are wearing late, 
An" folk begin to tak the gate ; 
While we sit bousing at the nappy, 
An' getting fou and unco happy, 
We think na on the lang Seota miles, 
Tlie mosses, waters, slaps, and styles, 
That lie between us and our hame, 
Whare sits our sulky sullen damo, 
Gathering her bfows like gathering storn^ . 
Nursing her vratiitQ ^eep it warm. 

This truth fand bonest Tarn o' SharOer, 
As he frae Ayr, ae night did canter, 
{ Auld Ayr, wham ne'er a town surpasses, 
For honest men and bonny lasses.) 

O Tarn ! had'st thou but been sao wise^ 
As ta'en thy ain wife Kale's advice ! 
She tauld thee weel thou was a skellum, 
A blethering, bluMo-ing, drunken blellumj 
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That frae Noyember till October^' 
^e niarket«day thou was nue Bober ; 
That ilka meider, wi' the uiiilt^r. 
Thou sat as lang as thou had siller ; 
That evVy naig was ca*d a shoe on ; 

The smith and thee gat roaring fou on : 

That at the L — d's house, ev'a on Sunday^. 

Thou drank wi' Kirton Jean till Monday. 

She prophesy'd, that late or soon, 

Thou would be found deep drown'd in Doon / 

Or catch'd wi' warlock's in the mirk| 

By AVUmays auld haunted kirk. 

Ah, gentle dames ! it gars me greets 
To think how mony counsels sweet. 
How mony lengthened sage advices,. 
The husband frae the wile despises I 

But to our. tale : Ae market night. 
Tarn had got planted unco right ; 
Fast by an ingle, bleezing finely, 
Wi' reaming swats, that drank divinely ; 
And at his elbow, souter Joknny^ 
His ancient, trusty, drouthy crony ; 
Tarn lo'ed him like a vera brither ; 
They had been fou for weeks thegither. 
The night drave on wi' sangs an' clatter : 
And ay the a)e was growing better : 
The landlady and Tarn grew gracious ; 
Wi' favours, secret, sweet, and precious ; 
The souter tauld his queerest stories ; 
The landlord's laugh was ready chorus •.. 
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The storm without might rair and nntl^ 
Tarn did na mind the storm a whistle. 



Care, mad (o see a man tac happj*, 
E'en drown'd himsell' amang the nappy ; 
As bees flee hame wl' lades o' treasure, 
The minutes wing'd their way wi' pleasure : 
King's may be blest, but Tarn was gloriaus. 
O'er a' the ills o' life victorious ! 

But pleasures are like poppi<;s spread, 
You seize the flow'r— its bloum is shed I 
Or like the snow-falls in the river, 
A moment white — then melts for ever ; 
Or like the borealis race. 
That flit ere you can point their place ; 
Or like the rainbow's lovely form 

Evanishing amid the storm 

N^BB man can tether time or tide ; 

The hour approaches Tarn maun ride ; 

That hour, o' night's black arch the key-staoe, 

That ^eary hour he mounts his beast in ; 

And sic a night he take the road in, 

As ne'er poor sinner was abroad in. 

The wind blew as 'twad Wawn its last ; 
The rattlin show'rs rose on the blast : 
The speedy gleams the darkness swatlow'd ; 
Loud, deep, and lang, the thunder bellow'd ; , 
That night, a child might understand, 
The deil bad bvisiaees en hit hand. 



Wed mounted on his grey mare, Megt^ 
A better never lifted leg, 
Tarn skelpit on thro* dub and mire, 
Despising wind, and rain, and fire: 
Whiles holding hst his guid blue bonnet ; 
Whiles crooning o'er some auld Scots sonnet ; 
Whiles glowVing round wi' prudent cares, 
Xest bogles catch him unawares ; 
Kirk'AUoway was drawing nigh, 
Whare ghaists andlioulets nightly cry.«*« 

By this time he was cross the A)rd, 
Wliare in the snaw the chapman smoor'd ; 
And past the birks and meikle stane, 
Whare drunken Charlie brak *s neck'-bane ; 
And thro' the whins, and by the cairn, 
Whare hunters fand the murdcr'd bairn ; 
And near the thorn, aboon (he well, 
Whare Mungo's mither hang'd hersel.-^ 
Before him Doon pours all his floods ; 
The doubling storm roars thro\the woods i 
The lightnings flash from pole to pole ; 
Near and more near tlie thunders roll ; 
When» glimmering thro' the groaning trees^ 
Kirk-AU&way seem*d in a bleeze ; 
Thro* ilka bore the beams were glancing ; 
And loud resounded mirth and dancing. 



Inspiring bold John Barleycorn I 
What dangers thou canst make us scorn i 
Wi* tippenny, we fear nae evil ; 
Wi' usquebae we'll face the devil !-~ 
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'y^Ti* mair o' horrible and awfu*, ' 
'Which ev'n to name wad be unlawfu\ 

As Tammie glowr'd, amaz'd, and curiouBi 
The mirth and fun grew fast and furious : 
The piper loud and louder blew ; 
The dancers quick and quicker flew ; 
They reel'd, they set, they crossed, they deekit> 
Till ilka carlin swat and reekit. 
And coost her duddies to the wark, 
j^nd linket at it in her sark ! 

Now Titm, O Tarn J had they been queans 
A' plump and strapping, in their teens ;' 
Their sarks, instead o' creeshie flannen, 
Been snaw white seventeen hnnder linen ! 
*Thir breeks o' mine, my only pair, 
That ance were plush o' guid blue hair, 
I wad hae gi*en them off my hurdies I 
For ae blink o' the bonnie burdies ! 

But withered beldams, auld and droll, 
Higwoodie hag$ wad spean a foal, 
Lowping and flinging on a crummock, 
I wonder didna turn thy stomach. 

But Tarn kenn'd what was what fu' brawlie^ 
There was ae winsome wench and walie, 
That night enlisted in the core, 
(Lang after kenn*d on Carrick shore ! 
For mony a beast to dead she shot, 
And perish'd mony a bonny boat, 



That sark she coft for her wee Nannie^ 
Wi' twa pund Scots ('twas a' her richesjty 
Wad ever grac'd a dance of witches I 

But here my muse her wing maun cour : 
Sic flights are far heyond her pow'r ; 
To sing how Nannie lap and flang, 
(A souple jade she was and Strang) 
And how Tarn stood, like ane bewitch'd^ 
And thought his very een enrich'd e 
Even Satan glowr'd, and iidg'd fu* faia. 
And hotch*d and blew wi' might and main x 
Till first ae caper, syne anither, 
Tarn tint his reason a' thegither, 
And roars out, '* Weel done, 'Cutty>sark !" 
And in an instaKit all W9S dari^ : 
And scarcely had he Maggie rallied. 
When out the hellish legion sallied. 

As bees bizz out wi' angry fyke, 
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^o Maggie runs^-i^the witdict follow, 
^^i* mony an eldritch skneech jumI hoUoir* 

Ah, Tamf Ah, Tami-^OM^U get thy fairini 
**^ bell they'll roast thee like a herrin 1 
**^ Tain thy Kate awaits thy comin ! 
"^0/0 ioon wiH be a woefu* woman I 
"^Ow, do thy speedy utmost, Megy 
■^x^d win Che key-stane* of the hrig; 
'^^ore at them thou thy tail may toss^ 
"^ running stream they dare na' cross. 
^Ut ere the key-stane she could make, 
'^Iie fient a tail she had to shake ! 
^or Nannie f far before the rest, 
*iard upon noble Maggie prest, 
^nd liew at 'JTam wi' furious cttle ; 
^at little wist she Maggie's mettle— 
^e spring brought -off her master hate^ ' . 
^ut left behind her ain grey tail : 
*l?he carlin claught her by the rump^ 
A.nd'left j>oor Maggie scarce a stump. ' \ 

Now, wha this tale o' truth shall reaiL 
Ilk man and mother's son, take heed : 
AVhene'er to drink you are inclin'd, 
Or cutty-sarks run in 3'our mind, 

^ It if a wcU-known fsct, that witches, or any evil spArits, 
'^i^ ao power to follow m poor wight any fisrther than the 
^^^iddle of the next running Rtream* It may he proper liko- 
^i«e to mentioo to the benighted traveller, that when he falls 
*^ with bcigieM^ whatever danger may be in his going forwai^ 
^facie is much more liazard in turning baclu 
V«L« ///• If 



Think, ye may buy the joys e 
Itenjeniber Tarn o Shanter's i 



WOUNDED HAKE LIMP BY 
K'hkh ajUtovi hatljiist shot at. 

Ikiiiiman Rinii! curse on thy beib'rouB 
And blasti'd be tby n urder aimb^ fy 
May never pity booiI' tlic with a sigl 

Nor ever pleepurp glad tl'.y cruL-l heart < 

Go Jive, poor wortlfrer of the woot' and 
The bitltr liitlc iIkii of life remains ! 
No niiTp the thi( l*«)'iiigbr»I<eH ar^d veri 

To ihce tiball hon;<.-, or focd, or jinstime 

Seek, mangle wretch, Bone plnce of w 
No more tif rest, but now thy dying b 
The Kbelteriiif; ruthts vliitillr'^' o'er ij 

The cold earth witB thy bloody bosoir i 

Ofl Dfi by winding Nilh, I, muBlng vrait 

Th*! sober eve, or hail the cheerful 6f 

I'll njjss thee t-porting o'er the dtwy li 

jAad cuvEe the ruggn's eiin, and mourn i 



ADDRESS 

TO THE SHADE OF THOMSON f 

' ^^tfeOWNIirO BI8 BUST AT EDXAM, E0XBUB6B8HI&Kt 

r '■ WITH BAYS* 



While virgin Bpringy by Eden's floods 
Unfolds her tender mantle green. 

Or pranks the sod in iVofic mood. 
Or tunes Eolian strains between : 

^I^iie Sttomer with a fnatron grace 
Retreats to Dryburgh's cooling shade, 

Teft o% delighted, stops to trace 
The progress of the spiky blade : 

While Autumn, benefactor kind. 

By Tweed erects his aged head ; 
And sees, with self-approving mind, 

Each creatuf e on his bounty ied ; 

While maniac "Winter rages o'er 

The hilb whence classic Yarrow flowi^ 

lUmsing the turbid torrent's roar. 
Or sweeping, wild, a^aste of snows^ 

So long, sweet^Foet of the year, 

Shall bloom that wreath thou well hast won; 
While Scotia, with exulting tear. 

Proclaims that Thomson was her son, 

Ji2 




ON A CELEBRATED RULING ELB 

Here eouter **"' in death does sleep; 

To h-ll, if he's gane thither, 

, Satan, gie him tliy geflf to keep. 

He'll haud it weel thegithei'. 



ON A NOISY POLEMIC. 

Below thir staneB lie Jamie's banes ; 

O death, it's tny opinion, 
Thou ne'er took Buch a bleth'rin b-tch» 

Into thv dark dominion ! 



. ON WEE JOHNNY. 
,r. '.: MieJab^wteJiAtmie. 

Wiioe'sb Ihijw twt^i O teSdei-, katm, ' 
That death has murder'd Johnnie 1 

An" here his ft**/ l*es fti' itHJi— ' ■ 
fM jBfi/ he'ne'er hud ony. 



FOR THE AUTHOR'S FATHER. 

. . . I • ". • • . ■ ► : • ' 

ft wiidsb dieek' tlie tedf of pity ' leains, ' 
^raw neat WicH [il6u« rev'rdnce, and aVtdndV 
*e lie thJekrvirTj^ hfusband'd dear remains^ 
%e tend^ fkther/and^he gienVous friead. 
i pitying heart that felt fot human woe ; 
%e dauntless heart that feair*d no hum^n pride 
^ friend of magi, to vice alone a foe ; 
Fo^ ey^n bis failings, lean'dtai virtue's side.*'* 






For R. a. Esq. 

Kirdw tIMi, O stranger to the fkrae 
If tiiis miich lot'd, much bonour'd name ! 
For none that knew him need be to4d) 
k warmer heart death ne'er made cold. 






Fo'tf G. H. Esq. 

, ■ .. < . . . . 



The poor maa weeps--liere G^^i^-^-<Mi sleeps. 
Whom eantixig wtetches blam'd : 

Sut with 4uck as he^ where'ar he be, 
May I besmi'd or d < <il 

( , "Goldimith. 

MS 
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A BARD'S EPITAPH. 

Is there a whim -inspired fool, 
Owre fust for thought, owre hot for ruT 
Owre blate to seek, owrc proud to sno< 

Let him draw near ; 
And owre tUi« grotty heap sing dooL, 

And drap a tear. 

Is there a bard of rustic song, 
Who, noteless, steals the croK-ds amoaj 
That weekly this area throng, 

O, pass not by ! 
But, with a frater-feeling stvong. 

Here, heave a sigh. 

Is there a man, whose judgment clea 
Can others teach the course to steer, 
Yet runs, iiiraself, life's mad career. 
Wild as the wave ; 
Here pause — and, thro' the starving tea 
Survey thi> grave. 

The poor inh^itant belovr 
Was quiclcto learn, and wise to know. 
And keenly feh-the friendly glow, 
And tofier Jiame f 
Dut thnughtleSB follies laid him low^ 

' Antl stain'd his name J 

Reader, attend — ^whether thy soul 
Soars fancy's Sights beyond the pole, 
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* darkling grubs this earthly hole. 

In loir pursuit ; 

^Oifp prudeatt cautiaua, sdf^ontralf 

Is wisdom's root 



OK 

THB LATE CAPFAIN GROSE'S 

>BRBGRINATIONS THROUQH 8G0TLAK0. 

MGTnra taa AimauzriBS of. tvat uMOOSi^ 

tsAR, L^nd o' Cakes, and brtther Scots, 
rae M<iiJenkirk to Johnny Groat*s )' 
f there's a hole in a' your coats, 

I rede you tent it : 
i chield's amang you taking notes, - 

Andy, faith, he'll prent lU 

If in your bounds ye chance to light 
JpSn a fine, fat, fodgel wight, 
y stature short, but genius bright. 

That's he, mark weel-^ 
And wow i he has an unco slight 

O' cauk and keeL 

By some auld, houlet^haunted biggin,* 
Or kirk deserted by its riggin, ! 
[t's tea to ane ye'll find him snug in 

Some eldritch part, . 

* Vide his Atatiiiaitiet of Scotland; 
M 4 



Wi' deilsi tttay fay; L— <l lofe'i ! enlWago 
At Boaw black art..— 

Ilk gliaJat tbai haunts ntilil ha' or chamc 
Ve g>[isy gang that deiU in glamor, 
And you deep-rSiI in hcD'a blacl^ grammai 

Warlocks oud witches ; 
Ve'll quake at his conjuring hammer, 
... Ye nridcJglit b — ^e». 

It's t'auld lie was a Kodger bred, 
And aae wad ruber fa'a than fled ; 

But now he's quat the spunle blade, 

,.:>.': ' i' ' '('And dog-skin wallet. 
And ta'yn then -/laitiptarian trade, 
I think tltey call it< 

Me has a footh o' soldi nick-nackets ; 
Rusty airn caps and jiugiin jackcta,* 
Wad baud the Lothiana three in tackets,. 

./;,i! r>j l;- A Mwnaont 'piiid ; 
And parritcb-ptits,.aDd auld snU-backBtR^ 
, .. . BefiMre the Bood. 

Of Ev,e's fit|£,fiuhe hos-a cinder; 
Auld Tubaleflibb:lire*^diodI>ajid fender; 
That which distinguished the gender 



A brooui-stick af the witdi of Eador, 
. i ■ .!« Weel shod' up' bnuaL 



" Vide tm.^j ffWI ja y pp ^Mio.at.unwiu nd weap« 
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Forbye, hell shap^ you aff, (n* gteg, 
The cut of Adam's philib^g ; 
The knife that nicket Abel's craig,' ' 

He'll pro>v« you fdUfi 
It was a faulding jocteIeg> 

Or lang-kait gullie,*- 

But wad ye see him in his glee^ 
I*or meikle glee and fun has he. 
Then M^ hM dm^n, and tiira or three 

. Quid fellows wi' him ; 
Jindport, Opofil shine thdu a wee; 

. - -And iKeb yell see him I 

Now, by. tile pow'rs o' verse aiid ftfose ! 
Thou art a dainty chiel, O Grose .^-^ - 
AVhae'er o' thee Shaft ill suppose» ' 

Thejr sair ttti^ca^' tbeer 
I'd take ih^ rasoal by the' nose^ 

Wad say^ Shame fa' thee I 



TO MISS CRUICKSHANKS, 

• ■ » ' ■ . ■ 

• I • \^ . ■ 'I / 

I I 

^riUen on theJBkMi Leaf of a SiM,p^^needt^her 

by the AtUhhf, ' ' 

Bkauteous rdee^Mid^ young atxd igiyi ' 
Blooming on thy early May, 
Never may'«e (!ltott> iovely fow'r^ 
Chilly shrink in sleety ^shbw'r! ^ '• 

M 5 
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Never Boreas' hoary path, .) 

Never Eurus' pois'nous breatli, . .1 

Never baleful stellar ligiita, . .:a 

Taint thee with untimely blighUl -a 
Never, never reptile thief _ ,,i!(Jui3 Jl 
Riot on thy virgio leaf! . ^^ 

Nor even Sol loo fiertely view * 

Thy bosom, blushing stilt with dew 1 

Mayst thou loog, sweet crimsui goo) 
Richly deck tliy native stem ; j 

Till some cv'tiiiig, sober, calm, ,, 

DroppiDg dewB, and breathing baJnr, 
While all around the woodland rings, j 
And ev'ry bird thy requiem iings ; 1 
Thou, amid the dirgeful Bound, 1 

Shed lliy dying honours round> 
And resign to parent earth 
The loveliest form tilie e'er gave birth.. 



SONG. 



Anka, thy cbanoB tny bosom fire> 

And waste my sout with care ; 
$ut, ah ! how bootless to adnvre^ , 
When fated to despair. 

Tet in thy presence, lovely Fall, . 

To hope may be forgiv'n ; 
For sure 'twere impious to despaic^, 

So miich iR lif^t.oCileftyX 
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ON READIKOi IN A NBWJ'PAPBR, 

XHE death of JOUl^jT MK3LE0D, Esq. 

^^HSft TO A YOUNG LADY, A PAETICULAR FRIXKD OF 

TBS AVTHOR*!. 



Sad thy tale, thou idle page. 

And rueful thy alarms : 
Death tears the brother of her lore 

From Isabella's arms. 

Sweetly deckt'with pearly dew 
The momiag rose may blow ; 

But cold successive noontide blasts 
May lay its beauties low. 

Fair on Isabella's morn 
The sun propitious smil'd ; 

But, long ere noon, succeeding clouds 
Succeeding hopes beguil'd. 

Fate oft tears the bosom chords 
That nature finest strung : 

80 Isabella's heart was form'd. 
And so that heart was wrung. 

Dread Omnipotence, alone. 
Can heal the wound he gave ; 

Can point the brimful grief-worn eyes 
To scenes beyond the gravel 

m6 



yirtuons blossoms there shall blow;: 
And fttr no njtfiering bbuit ^ 

There Isabella's spotless worth 
Shaft happjrhs at last. 
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THE HUMBLE PETITION: 

OP 

BRUAR WATERS 

TO THfi NOBLE DUKE OF At^tdtEL 

• ■■ ■ . . I 

My LoRD,^ I know your noble ear 

Woe ne'er assaiJs in vain ; 
Embolden'd thus, Ibeg youTl hear 

Your humble slave complain, 
How saucy Phcebus' scorching beams. 

In flaming summer-pride, 
Dry withering, waste my foamy streams^ 

And drink my crystal tide. 

The lightly-jumping glowrin trouts, 

That thro' my waters play. 
If, in their randomr, wanton spouts, 

They near the margin stray ; 
If, hapless chmice ! they linger lang, 

I'm scorching up so shallow, 

• Bruar Falls, in Athole, are exteedingly picttircsque anes^ 
beautiful ; but th^ir effect is mturh impairetl by the wantof treft^ 
asd shrubs*- 



They're left th* iviiiteAiii^ MaMl^iMtDf^ 
In gasping ddNdl t^ n$ii9W^. 

Last day I grat wi' spitte and* teen • 

As Poet B**** came hy, 

That, to a hard I should be seeA^ 

Wr half my channel dry : 
A panegyric rhymCy I ween» 

Even as I wtM he shor'd me ;. 

But had I in my glory been. 

He, kneeliogy wad ador'd me. 



HerCy foamifig doini the slielvyn 

In twisting strength- 1 rin ; 
There, higl) my boiling torrent smokes^ 

Wild-roaring o'er a linn : 
Snjoying Targe each, spring and well 

As nature gave them me» 
Lam, alllio' I say't mysel. 

Worth gaun a mile |o see. 

Would then my nd^le master please 

To grant my highest wishes, 
He'll shade my bonks wi« tow'rijig trees^i 

And bonnie spreading bushes ; 
Deh'ghted doviJUy thetai,imy Loficl^ . : . : 

You'll wander on. ray. banks^ 
And listen mony a gmteful bird 

Return you tuneful thankst^ . 



The sober laverock^ warbling. wi?.d^ 
Shall to the skies aspire f:,. 
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The goirdspiflk, laueic's gayevt ohiltl, -• ' 

Shall Eweetly join the clioir ; . j 

The blackbiril strong, thu liutwhite cloir 

The mavis inild tuitl uietlow ; '» 

The robin pousive autumn cneer, ^ ^ 

In all lief icuks of yellow : , 

I 

This too, a covert shall ensure, <4 

To shield them from the storm ; ' 

And coward maukia sleep securt;, '' 

Low in her grassy form : i 

H^re shall the shepherd make ItU seat, * 

To weave his crown of IJow'rs ; t 

Or find a ahelt'ring &afe retreat, •'■• 

From prone deeceuiiing shuw'rs. 4 

And here, by sweet endearing stealthi { 

Shall meul tlii! loviiiy pair, 
Dtt£puiiDg worlds with all their wealth 

As empty idle car&; 
The Sow'rs shall'vie ia all their charm* 

The hour of heav'n to grace. 
And birlu exteod their fragrant arms 

To screen the dear embract:. 

Here haply too^ M vernal dawn, 

Some musing bard may stray, 
And eye the aiuoking, dewy lawn, 

And misty mouDtaiB, grey ; 
Or, by the reaper's lugbtly beam, 

Mild -chequering tbro' the trees, 
Uave to my darkly tUthing stream, 

Unarse-swelling on the bree«. 
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Let lofty firsi and aabss cool^-f) y? > . . . 

My lowly banks o'Qnprea4y 
And view, deep-beading in the pool, : 

Their shadowa' wat'ryjbed ! > 
Let fragrant birks in woodbines drest. 

My ciia^y c^fi adorn; .,: . / 
And, for tlie /i}tle SQpgfter's nest. 

The close. emboir'ting thorn. 

So may did Scotia^ darling hope^ 

Your little angel band^ 
JBpringy like their fathersi up to prop 

Their honoured native. land !' - 

. « ■ ...» 

So may thro' Albion's fiurthest ken, ,..■.: 

To social-flowing glasses. 
The grace be — << Athole's honest men, 

** And Athole's bonnie lasses V 



\* , 
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ON SCARING SOME WATER FOWL 

IN LOCH-TUBIT, . 
A wUd seeme amanf the kUU (f Otighiirtyre. 

Why, ye tenants of the lake. 
For me your wat'iy haunt forsake ? 
Tell me, fdlow^creatures, why 
At liiy presence thus you fly ? 
Why disturb your social joys, 
Parent, filial,, kindred ties ?— - 
Common friend to you aild me^^ 
Natu^e'ft gjifU to all are fiee t ^ 



Tesceful keep yoiir ^mp^iig *«*e ' ' "• 
Buay teed, or waMoR tave ; tl 

Or, benetrtjj-lhe shelterfng tock, "'1 
Bide the surgisg' bflloir's shock. -'M 

CoDscious, blushing for oti^.M^^' V 
Soon, toa toon, yotnr fears I triiCt. ' 4 
Man, your pfoofl itturpirtg foe, ■ 

Would be lord of nil bt-low: 
Plumes hiEneeff in Freedom's pride, ** 
l^rant stern to all beside. ■'*■ 

The eagle, from tlte diffy btmr,.' ♦^ 
Marking you his prey below, ^ 

In his breast no pity dwciia, *l 

Strong necessity compds. Ifl 

But man, to whom alone iagfr** ■■»'* 
A my direct i'roiu pitying heav'ii, 
Glories in his heart humane — 
iAfl|d cres^r^ for ^is pleaoxe cjsio;, - 

In these saVKg^.Rquid plains, 
Only l<aowii> t9 riraud'ttng swaJna,- ' 
Where the mossy riv'let strays. 
Far from human MtiMs «mI myi » ' ' i ' 
All on Nakove youdqwnd) ■• ;'■ 

And life's poar.anum peaotM speftiL> 

Or, if mftn'seUperior nighty. - 
Dare invad»your nativ« rigitt, ' 
On the loAy ether borne, ' 

Man with aUl»ipMr!M;«»>4Q9»-K ' 
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Hhcr lalict and other ipriQg»$ 
ind the foe you caanot brave^ 
Scorn at least to htf hio slate. 

, ,, Ll l l | ■> ! ■. M!M» i" .ill 

Me-CMnif^-j^Mic^tff'fiW Pdrlaur of the Inn at 
■ ■'■''*-■' Ken^nortiy Tdymdtttk, 

KMLik^ Naroto in fter wilctest gtkce, 

ise northern scenes with w«ilrjr feet I trace ; 

n manf « wMting dkde and ^painM'it^, 

t' abodes of covey'd grouse and timid sheep^ 

y savage journey, curioss, I pursue, 

ill fiun'd Breadalbane opens to my view<-— 

he meeting clifb each dcep-smd: glen divides^ 

he woods, wild-scatter'd, clothe their ample sides ; 

h' outolreiehing lake, eniboisom'd 'mong the hills, 

he eye with wonder and amazement fills ; 

he Tay-inewadVmg sweet m hifimt pridtey 

he palace rising on its verdant side ; 

he lawns wood«firing'd is Natwe^* Mlive itioH-t 

he hillodoi dnpt in Natsre's carelesB hastd 1 

he arches striding o'er the new-bevn Mreim ; 

he niiagB^ ^^ering in tho noontide beasa— ^^ 

Mtie ardours in my bosom swell, 

rne wand'jrim by ibt: htrmii's mMsy oeM ^ 



' The ivecpiilg theatre or hanging iumdf/'" 
Th' iaciissaut roai' of iieddbag tumbling tluods^ 



Here Poesy 'uight wake Iter heav'n-taagitt lyte, 
AihI look through natarc with creative flrtii 
Hure, to the wroDgi of fiite half rt'cancil'd, 
Miif Ji'ione'i lightea'd ste^a might vratider wild ; : 
And D>sap[ioiiitiTii.'Ut, i i th'^sc loaely bounda, 
Find balm tu south her bitter rankling wouods; 
Here h jsrt-Btruck Grief might heav'nward BCretOl 

her scan, 
And injur'd Worth forget and pardon man. 



WaiTTEN WIXH A PENCIL, 

Standing by the FaU <^ Fifert, luar I,oeh-Nttt> 

AuoHO the heathy ttills Bad ragged wooda 
The roaring. Fyers pours his nUmsy floods ; 
Till full he dubea on the rocky moundi, 
Wheie, thro' a shapeleM breach, hit stream n 

aounds. 
As high in air tjie bursting torreoU Sow, 
As deep recoiling surges foam below, 
Prone down the rosk tlie. wbitening sheet < 
And riewless e^u>,'a ear,.'a8tani<h'd, tends; 



^im-feen, ihvMigb limg misti^aiid otedMi ihtir'vi^ 
lie hoary cavern^ mtte^aorroiiiKliiig, low*rt* 
till thro' t(ND gap the •tnruggUng river toilf» 
kod still beloWy the horrid cttuldron boikk^-i 
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ON 

THE BIRTH 

■ * 

POSTHUMOUS CHILD, 
omir ur peculiar circumstamces of TAHthX dxstesiIi. 

Sweet FlowVet, pledge o' meikle lore. 

And ward o* monj a pray'r. 
What heart o' stane wad thou na moye^ 

Sae helpless, sweet, and fair ! 

November hirples o'er the lea, 

Chill, on thy lovely form ; 
And gane, alas ! the sheltering tree. 

Should shield thee frae the storm. 

May He who gives the rain to pour. 

And wings the blast to blaw, 
Protect thee frae the driving show'ri 

The bitter frost and snawl 



Mdjr He, the friend of woe and mnt. 
Who tiL'iil> ltte'» varioac MouiTds, 

Protect and guard die mother planl^ 
Aiul heal bei cruel wtHuds ! 

But late she Hourich'd, rooted fatt. 
Fair on the Hummer morn : 

Now feeblj ben^rsHe m tfie blast, 
Unshdter'd and forlorn : 

Blest be thy bloom, lliou liwely gom, 
Uiiscath'd by rufiiaii hand I 

Aod from thee many a, parent Htetn 
Arise to deck our land ! 
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ks tho 'ftttntefific pfou hbtory <if the WUitle Is cttnocVy * 
B faoe glf« IUik4ii the tndn'iif Anne of Demartrk* When 
CUM tm SooUand with oar Jamtt the flUth, tfaeit cAmo 
r also a Danish gentleman of gigantic Mature and great 
weaa, and a matchleia champion of Bacchus. He had a 
.e ebony Whi9tle, whip!) at the commencement of the pcgies 
laid' On the table, and whWct Was last able to blbk^i^. ivetj 
Y cl*'belii|(=^ilsiMka bj'tKe 'pdtehey of tbte^ibottlt, Was tb 
ryoffthe'WhiMileasa-ttDpjor vidohy* Tba Dtae pro- 
ed cre^tniMls aC his viotoci^s witbom'afitigk difisil, ait ib^ 
rts of Copenhagen, Stockhcdm, Moscow, Warsaw, and se- 
al of the petty courts in Germany; and^ chall^ogad.the 
Its Bacchanalians to the alternative of trying his prowess, or 
s of acknowledgkhg theif inferi(Aity.— After many overthrowi 
the part of the Scots, the Oane'was'eiMJoahtered by Sir Kok 
rt Lawrie of MuWdton, ancestor of*lbrprescntwaMfair<ba^ 
let of that name ; who, after three days* and three nights* 
:4 c(^te|rt, left ^hc Scandf^avimi tinder the. tahle^ 

At^ hU» on ffus . WhiMtle hU Requkm fhrUL 

Sir Wi^Jte^, son to Sir Bobert before-mentioned, afterwaMU 
t the Whistle to Walter Riddel of Glenriddel, wl^o had mar* 
1 a sister of Sir Waltcr^s. — On Fridky, the ICt^'of October, 
K), at Fiiars-Carse, the Whistle was once mote contended 
, as Ttlatca-Irt 'tfa^ ballad, by the praaottt Sn* Robert LawHo 
Maxwelton ; Robert Riddel, Esq. of Glenriddel, lineal dc- 
ndant andrGfraseptatiyo of Walter Riddel, who won tha 
listle, and in whose family it had continued ; and A^oxan* 
- Fergusson, Esq. of Craigdanoch, likewise descended of the 
at Sir Robert ; which last gentleman carried off the hard* 
als»iifarB«rihefiel4 



] BiNo of a WhUtle, a Wliistle of worth, "^ 

I sing of a Whiatle, Uie pride of the North, 
Was) brought to the court of our good Scottish kin^ 
And long with this Whistle all Scotland shall ring 

Old Loda,* still runo^ the arm of Fingol, 
The god of the bottle sends down from his hall-^^ 
" This Whistle's your challenge, to Scotland get o"m 
" And drink them to hell, Sir 1 or ne'er see m 
more !" 

Old poetfi have sung, and old chronicles tell. 
What champions vcntur'd, wliat champions fell ; 
The son of great Loda was conqueror still. 
And blew on the Whistle his requiem sbrill. 

Till Kobert, the lord of the Cairn and the Scan: 
Uiimatch'd at the bottle, unconquer'd in war, 
He draiik his poor god-sliip as deep as the sea, 
Ma tide of the Saltin e'er druoker than he. 

Thus Robert, victorio'us, th^' trophy hasr gtifat'di 
Which now in hie house has for ag«i remiiiii'd; 
' T!t1 three noble chieftains, anA all dfhii'blbbd, ' 
The jovial cpp'test agwn have renevf'd. " ' , , 

-Three joyous good /dUnra, wklibeBEU clear «f 
flaw; 
Craij^arrocb, so lUmoui for wit,-w<n11t,'a»d !*«-; 
And trusty Glenriddel, so skill'd in old coins 
And gallant Sir Rbhert, de^ read in old wines. 

' See Owion'a Cuic-^ure. 



Cragdarrooh began, with a timgw nniMMih at oil^ 
[>esirmg Gieiuriddel to yield up the spoil ; * 

>r else he would muster the heads of the clan, 
And oDce moroi in claret, try which was the man, 

<< By the gods of the ancims ; Glenriddel fepliesi 

* Before I surrender ao glorious a priae, 

^ ril conjure the ghost of the great Rorie More,* 

* And bumper his. horn with him twenty times o'ert** 

Sir :]lobert, m aoidier, ho apeeeh would pretend, 
Sut he ne'er tum'd hiaback-on his foe^— or his friend, 
kaid. Toss down the Whistle, the prize of the ield» 
l^nd, knee-deep m claret, he^d dieor he'd yield. 

/ 

To the board of Glenriddel our heroes repair, 
io noted for drowning of sorrow and care ; 
But for wine and for welcome not more known to 

fame, 
rhan the sense, wit, and taste, of a sweet lovely damOt 

A'bard was selected to witness the fray. 
And tell future ages the feats of the day ; 
A bard who detested all sadness asid spleen. 
And wish'd that Parnassus a vineyard had beep. 

.The dinner being over, the claret they ply. 
And ev'ry new cork is a new spring of joy ; 
In the <bands of old friendship and kindred so set. 
And the bands grew the Ughter-the more they were 
wet, 

* See Johnson's Tour to the Helnidcs. 



Bright Fhdfeiit aftti wIt iw i pV io'ftfmm 4 m^^ 

And jmvU»dte.te'>lB[ii^tliMiM«iM«^^ 

When grili|!fca» JM ii m ^o ii l Mi Hh iii ii gl M n ii I jflf '' 
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.. , * J. . f : . . . ■ 

ThAioaUaBl-fiit 

But who ciiiL' 

7}iQV«fc W^Mdt^Hi IwmMhtuUI ^tMlidiMli|^ I 

So uprose bright Pbi)ebu9«-«iid downAHithe knight. 

Next uprose our bard, like a prc^bet in drink i—^ 
<« Craigdarrooh>4tiou*)k#aiwr wtiw>origli(in ifciiiiiiH 
<< But if thou veuUi^ovfidi mmwmim Ayiw» .1: 
<< €ome-rrOiHiJ)(llldie.i90r9'>»HtBdJw» «^ 

^< Thy line, that have struggled for freedom witk 

<< Shall h^vqes ;«iii -f^etvioAs ever |Hmd«ioe ; . t • 
« Sqthipe he thie ^iiw'dl^^ai^ ttiioe.be >thB bitf; 
« T^^cikliiioHbiiitwflii9?1p;joabc^«oA«fi^ 

.1 ■ *' 
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SECOND EMSTtE TO DAVIE, 

A BItOTItEJt POST.* 



AULB NlBOR, 

rm three times doubly e'er your debtor, 
Por your auld^farrent, frien'lj letter ; 
Tho* I raaun say't, I doubt ye flatter, 

Ye speak sae fair ; 
For my poor, silly, rhymin clatter. 

Some less mau& sair* 

Hale be your heart, hade be your fiddle; 
Laog may your elbuck jink an' diddle, 
Tae cheer you thro' the weary widdle 

O' war'ly cares, 
"IiU bairns' bairns kindly cuddle 

Your auld grey hairs. 

But, Davie, lad, I'm red ye're glaikit ; 
Tm tauld the Muse ye hae negleckit ; 
An' gif it's sae, ye sud be licket 

Until ye fyke ; 
Sic hauns as you sud ne'er be faikit, 

Be hain't wha like* 

For rae, I'm on Parnassus' brink, 
Rivin the words tae gar thera clink ; 



t III 



This is ^fized to the poems of David Sillar, published at 
oarnock, 1789, and has not before appeared in bur Author's 
ted poems. & 

}L. III. SK 



Whiles tlaez't wi' love, whiles dacz't ^V dx 
Wi' jadsorma^om; 

An' whyles, but ay owre late, I think 
Itraw sober lessons. 

Ora' the thoughtless sons o' man, 
Comtnen' me tu the Bardie clan ; 
Extept it be some idle plan 

O' rhymin clink-, 
The devil-hact, that I sud ban, 

They ever think. 

Nac thought, nae view, iiae scheme o' liii 
Nae cares tae gie us joy or grievin : 
But just the pouchie put the nieve in, 

An' while ought's iherCt 
Then, hiltie, stiltie, we gae scrievin. 

An' fiish nae mair. 

Lceze me on rhyme! it's aye a treasure, 
My cliief, amaist my only pleasure. 
At hame, a-fiel', at wark or leisure. 

The Muse, poor hizziel 
Tho' rough an' raploch be her measure. 

She's seldom lazy. 

Haud tae the IMuse, my dainty Davie; 
The warl' may play you monie a shavie; 
But for the Muse, she'll never leave yf, 

Tho' e'er sae poor, 
Na, even tho' limpin wi' the spavie 

Frae door tae door. 
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THE 

CUIDWIFE OF WAUCHOPE-HOUSE, 



TO 



ROBERT BURNS. 



February i 1787. 

'y canty, witty, rhyming ploughman^ 
hafflins doubt, it is na true maiiy 
hat ye between the stilts were bred, 
^i' ploughmen schoord, wi' ploughmen fed. 
doubt it sair, yeVe drawn your knowledge 
ither frae grammar-school, or college, 
uid troth, your saul and body baith 
'"ar' better fed, I'd gie my aith, 
lian theirs, who sup sour-milk and parritch^ 
d' bummil thro' the single caritch, 
Hiaever heard the ploughman speak, 
ould tell gif Homer was a Greek ? 
Ce'd flee as soon upon a cudgel, 
8 get a single line of Virgil, 
^n' then sae slee ye crack your jokes 
y Willie P— t and Charlie F— x, 
^ur great men a' sae weel descrive, 
in' how to gar the nation thrive, 
Lne mtiist wad swear ye dwalt amang them> 
b' as ye saw them, sae ye sang them* 

n2 






But be ye plougliman, be je peer, 
Yc are a funny blade, I a 
All' though the cauid I ill can bide, 
Tet twenty miles, an' mair, I'd ride, 
O'er moss, aii' muir, an' ne^er grumble, 
Thu' my auld yad shou'd gae a Etumble. 
To crock a winter-night ni' tliee, 
An' hear thy sangs an' sonnets slee. 
A guid EQut herring, an' a cake 
Wi' sic a chiel a feaat wsd malte. 
I'd rather scour your rumming yill, 
Or eat o' cheese and bread uiy fill. 
Than vfi' dull lairds on turtle dine, 

An' ferlie at their wit and wine. 

O, gif I kcnd but whare ye baidc, 

I'd send to you a marled plaid ; 

'Xwad baud your shoulders warm and braw, 

An" douse at kirk, or market shaw, i7 

For south, as wee! as north, my lad, 

A' honest Scotsmen lo'e the mavd. 

Right wse that we're sae far frae ither ; 

Yet proud I am to ca' ye brither. 

Tour most obedL E- ^ 



THE ANSWER. 



GUIDWIFE, 

I MIND it weel in early date, 

When I was beardless, young and blate^ 



289 

An' first could thresh the bani ; 
r baud a yokin at the pleugh ; 
a* tho* forfoughteo sair eneugh^ 
Yet unco proud to learn : 
hen first amaog the yelloir corn 
A man I reckon'd was, 
ad wi* the the lave ilk merry mom 
Could rank my rig and lass. 

Still shearing, and clearing 
The tither stocked raw, . 

Wi' claiversy an* haiversi 
Wearing the day awa* ' 

en then, a wish, I mind its pow'r,. * 

wish that to my latest hour 

Shall strongly heave my breast, 

lat I for poor auld Scotland's sake 

»me usefu' plan or book could make, 

Or sing a sang at least. 

le rough burr-thistle, spreading wide * 

Amang the bearded bear, 

turn'd the weeder-clips aside, 

•An' spar'd the symbol dear ; 

No nation, no stati<m, 
My envy e'er could raise, 

A Scot still, but blot still, 
I knew nae higher praise. 

it still the elements o' sang 
. formless jumble, right an' wrang, 
Wild floated in my brain ; 
ill on that har'st I said before, 



My partner in the merry core, ^ 

She rous'd the fimning strain : 
I see her yet, the scnnie qoean, 

That lifted up her jingle, 
Her witching smOe, her panky e'en . 
That gart my heart-strings tingle ; 
I fired, inspired, 

At ev'ry kindling kedc, 
But bashing, and dashing, 
I feared ay to speak. 

Hale to the set, ilk giud cfaiel saySp 
Wi' merry dance in winter-days. 
An' we to share in common : 
^ Thegiist o' joy, thebalm of woe, ^ 
The saol o' life, the h^y'n bdow. 

Is rapture-giving wonian. 
Ye surly sOmphs, who hate the name^ 

Be mindfu' o' your mither : 
She, honest woman, may think shame 
That ye're connected widi her. 
Ye*re wae men, ye're nae men. 
That slight the lovely dears ; 
To shame ye, disclaim ye. 
Ilk honest birkie swears. 

For you, na bred to bam and byre, 
Wha sweetly tune the Scottish lyre. 

Thanks to you for your line. 
The marled plaid ye kindly spare, 
By me should gratefully be ware ; 

'Twad please me to the Nine* 
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e mair vauntie o* my hap, 
)use hingin o'er my carpley 
i oay ermine ever lap, 
* proud imperial purple. 
Fareweel then, lang hale theoi 

An* plenty be your fa' : 
May losses and crosses 

Ne'er at your liaUan ca'.- - 

i, 1787. R. BuRiri* 



SONG. 

TVine— «« BoiTKiE Dundee." 

shline there dvirells six proper young Belles*^ 
ride of the place and its neighbourhood a\ 
rriage and dress, a stranger would guess^ 
n'on or Paris they'd gotten it a' : 

Her is fine, Miss Markland*s divine, 
Smith she has wit, and Miss Betty 19 braw ; 
beauty and fortune to get wi* Miss Morton^ 
{nnour*s* the jewel for me o' them a'. 

^— ^- — ■ — ■-- ' • — *^— I -■ — - , - ii 

8 one of our Bard's early productions. Miss Armour 
8 Burns. 

N 4 



en XBK BEATS or 

SIR JAMES HUNTER Bl^ANL 



The lamp of day^ with ffl ^ reia g i n g gtare^ 
Dim, doady, ukdIl Jbeneatii the wertan wife $ 

Th' jaeooMst blast howVd thra' the 4i«iMtag ik 
And hoUow whittled fai the rocky care. 

Lone at I wandered fay each cliff anil dell, 
Once the Wd hannta rf Scotia's royal trains t 

. Or mus'd where limpid streams, once hallow'd weDtt 
Or mould'ring nuns matlc the sacred fime^. 

• •■ ■ ■ ..... r ■. 

Th' increasing blast roar'd round the beetlij^ rockif 
The clouds swift-wing*d flew o'er tlie jstarry skji 

The groaning trees untimely shed their locks, 
And shooting meteors caught the startled eye. 

The paly moon rose in the livid east, 
And 'mong the cii£ di^clos'd a stately Form, 

In weeds of woe that frantic beat her breast, 
And mix'd her wailings with the raving storm* 

Wild to my heart the filial pulses glow, 
'Twas Caledonia's trophied shield I view'd : 
Her form majestic droop'd in pensvie woe. 

The lightning of her eye in tears imbued. 

• 1, 

* The King*8 Park, at Holyrpod- house* 

t 8t Anthony'd WelL t St Anthony's ChapeL 
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"Reyera'd that spear, redoubtable ia war, 
^clin*d that baaner, erst in fields unfurrd. 

That tike a deathful meteor gleara'd a&r, 
nd bray'd the mighty monarohs of the world««^ 

<< My patriot son fills an untimely grave !" 
ith accents wild and lifted arms she cried ; 
" Low lies the hand that oft was stretch'd to save, 
Ldw lies the heart that sweil*d with honest pride! 

'* A weeping couAtry joins a widow's tear, 
The helpless poor mix with the orphan's cry ; 
^* The drooping arts surround their patron's bier, 
And gratefid science heaves the heartfelt sigh«— « 

*' I saw my sons resume their ancient fire ; 
I saw fait Freedom's blossoms richly blow ; 
** But, ah ! how hope is. born but to expire ! 
^ Helentless fate has laid this guardian low. — 

*< My patriot falls but shall he lie unsung, 
* AVhile empty greatness saves a worthless name ! 

** No; every Muse shall joialier tuneful tongue, 
^^ And future ages bear 1^ growing fame. 

*^ And I will join a mother's tender cares, , 
^' Thro' future times to make his virtues last, 

<< That distant years may boast of other Blairs"*-» 
She said^ and vanish'd with the sweeping blast. 

k5 



WRITTEN 
ON THE BLANK LEAF OF A COPY OF THE POEMS, 
. PBKSKNTED TO AV OLD SWEETHEAHT. 

I THEN MARRIED*. 



Oncb fondly Itiv'd, and still remember'd dear, 
Sweet early object of my youthful vo»rs, 

Accept this mark of frieiubhip,.u'ari>i, sincere, 
Frieud^hip ! 'tis all cold duty now allows. — . 

And when you read the simple artless rhymes, 
One friendly sigh for him, he asks no more, 

Who distant burns in flaming torrid climes. 
Or haply lies beneath th' Atlantic roar. 

* The girl mendoned [□ the letter to Dc Moore, vol i. 
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THE JOLLY BEGGARS: 

A CANTATA, 



RECITATIVO. 



When lyart leaves bestrow the yird. 
Or wavering like the Bauckie-bird*, 

Bedim cauld Boreas* blast ; 
When baiktanes drive wi' bitter skyte^ 
And infant frosts begin to bite, 
In hoary cranreuch drest ; 
Ae night at e'en a merry core 
O* randie, gangrel bodies. 
In Poosie-Nansie's held the splore, 
To drink their orra duddies : 
Wi' quaffing and laughing. 

They ranted and they sang ; 
Wi' jumping and thumping,' 
The vera girdle rang* 

First, neist the fire, in auld red f-ags^ 
Ane sat, weel brac'd wi* mealy bags^ 

And knapsack a* in order ; 
His doxy lay within his arm, 
Wi' usquebae an' blankets warm ^ 

She blinket on her sodger ^ . 
An' ay he gies the tozie drab 

The tither skelpin^kiss, 



* The old Scotch name for the Btt. 



I 
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Wliile she held up her greedy gab 
Juat like an aumos dish. 

Ilk smack still, did crack still. 

Just like a uadger'a whip, 

Then sta^gerinj; und swaggering 

He roar'd thia ditty up — 

AIR, 
Tviie-~" Soi.dieb'9 Jot." 



I am a aon of Klars, who have been lo rasay wars, 
And show ray cuts aod Bcara wherever I comet 
This here was for a wench, and ihat othei in a trench, ^ 
Wlien welcoming the French atthesoimdof the drum. ' 
Lai de daudle, &c. 

II. 

My 'prenticeship I pait where my leader breath'd 

faifi Ia«t, 
When the bloody dio waa cait on tke heighu of^ 

AbratD ; 
I served out my trade when the gallant game wa^- 

piay'd. 
And the M»ro U>v w» laid «t the lonnd of th* drum. 
Lat d« dandle, Ac. 

QI. 

I lastly was with Curtis, among the floating batt'ries, 
And there I left for witness «n arm and a limb ; 
Yet let my country need ne, with Elliot to head me, 
I'd clatter on my stumpa at the sound of a dntnu 
Lol cl,e daudle, &C.. . 
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IV- 

And now tho' I must b^g mth a wooden arm and legj 
And many a tatter'd rag hanging over my bum, 
Tm aj8 happy with my wallet, my bottle and my callet. 
As when I us'd in scarlet to follow a dram. 

Lai de daudtei &c. 

V. 

What tho' with hoary locks, I must stand the win- 
ter shocks, 
Beneath the woods and rocks oftentimes for a home» 
When the tother bag I sell, and the iother bottle tell, 
I could meet a troop c^heli, at the sound of the drum. 

Lai de dandle, &c. 

BECITATIVO. 

He ended ; and the kebars sheuk, 

Aboon the chorus roar ; 
While frighted rattons backward leuk^ 

And seek the benmost bore ; 
A fiury fiddler frae the neuk. 

He skirl'd out encore ! 
But up arose the martial chuck. 

And laid the loud uproar. 

AIR. 

L 

I ONCE was a maid, the' I cannot tell when, 
And still my delight is in proper young me» ; 



Some one of a troop of dragoons was my daildiet 

No wonder I'm fond of a sodgcr laddie- 
Sing, Lai de lal, &c. 

ir. 

The first of my loves was a swaggering blade, 
To rattle the thundering drum was his trade j 
His leg was bo tight, and hia cheek waa bo ruddy, 
Transported l waa with ,ny sodger laddie. 
Sing, Lai de lal, &c. 

III. 

But the godly old chaplain left him in the lurcb. 
The sword 1 forsook for tlie sake of the churdi t j 
He ventur'd the soul and I riskt-d the 6odi/, "■ 
'Twas then I prov'd false do my sodger laddie. % 
Sing, Lal de lal, &c. ' 

IV. 
Full soon I grew sick of my sanelified sot, 
The regiment at large fur a husband I got ; 
From the gildud spontoon to the fife 1 was ready, 
I asked no more but a sodger taddiL-. 

Sing, Lal de lal, &c. 



But the peace it reduc'd mc to beg in dcspai 
"Tiil I met my old boy at Cunningliam fair; 
Hia rags rtgimental they flntier'd so gaudy. 
My heart it rejoic'd at my sodg[:i laddie. 
Sing, Lal de Jal, &c. 
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VI. 

d now I have lived— I know not how longi 
d still I can join in a cup or a song ; 

; whilst with both hands I can hold the glass 

steady, 

*eV to thee, m j hero, my sodger laddie. 

Sing, Lai de lal, &c, 

RBCITATIVO. 

Then neist outspak a raucle carlin, 
Wlia kent fu' weel to cleek the sterlings 
For mony a pursie she had hooked^ 
And had in mony a well been ducked. 
Her dove had been a Highland laddie, 
But weary fa' the waefu' woody ! 
Wi' sighs and sobs she thus began 
To wail her braw John Highlandman. 

AIR. 



»» 



Tunt-^** O AK Y£ WEBE DEAD, GUDEMAK. 

I. 

A Highland lad my love was bom, 
The Lalland laws he held in scorn ; 
But he still was faithfu' to his clan. 
My gallant braw John Highlandman. 



CHORUS. 

Sing, hey my bratv John Highlandman t 
Sing, ho ny braxo John Highlandman I 
There* s not a lad in a' the tan* 
Was mafck/or my Jiihn Higkhmdmaaf* 



With his philibeg an' tartan plaid. 
An' gude claymore dowii by his side. 
The ladies hearts he did trepan, 
My gallaot braw John Highlandmsn. 
Sing, bey, Sic. 

m. 

We ranged a' from Tweed to Spey, 
An' liv'd like lords and ladies gay ; 
For a Lalland face he feared none, 
My gallant braw John Highiandoun. 
Sing, hey, &c. 

IV. 
They bani^'d him beyond the lea, 

But ere the bud was on the tree, 
Adowii my cheeks the pearls ran. 
Embracing my John High land man. 

Sing, hey, &c. 



But, oh ! they catch'd him at the last, , 

And bound him in a dungeon faet ; 
My curse upon them every one, 
They've hang'd my braw John HighlandmaD. 
Sing, hey, &c. 

VI. 
And now a widow, I must mourn 
The pleasures that will ue'er return ; 



MI 

No comfert but a hearty can. 
When I ihink on John Hlgblandmaa* 

Singy hey, &c« 

A pigmy scraper, wF hia fitURe, 

Wha us'd to trysto and fairs to driddle^ 

Her strappan limb and gaacy middle 

He reach'd nae highec 
Had boFd his hearty like a riddlei 

An' blawn't on fire. 

Wi* hand on imnneliy an' npward e'e» 
He croon'd liis gamut, one, twx), threei 
Then in an Arioso key. 

The wee Apollo 
Set off wV Allegretto glee 

His giga solo. 

AIR, 

rtwe— « Whistle o'er the lave o't." 

L 

Let me ryke up to dight that, tear, 
And go wi' me to be my dear^ 
And then your ev'ry care and fear 
May whistle o'er the lave o't. 

CHORUS. 

/ am ajfiddler to my iradcp 

Ajid a' the twm that ^^4r I giojfd 



The meetest siiU to v>ifc or nudi, 
tVaa whistle tier Iht tave o 

II. 

At kirna and wedding's we'se be there 
And O ! sae nicely 's ne will tkre; 

We'll beuze about, till Daddie Care 
Sing whistle o'er the lave o't. 
1 am, &c. 

III. 

Sae merflly's tlie banes we'll pyke, 
An' sun ourseU about the dyke. 

And at our leisure, when we like, 
We'll whistle o'er the lave o't. 
I am, &c. 

IV. 
But bliss me wi' your heav'n o' charmt, 

And while I kittle hair on thairms, 
Hunger, cauld, and a' sic harms. 
May whistle o'er the lave o't. 
I aiD^ &c. 

HBCITATIVO. 

Her charms had struck a sturdy Caird,' 
As weei as poor Gut-scraper ; 

He taks the fiddler by the beard. 
And draws a rusty rapier,— 

He flwore by a' was swearing worth, 
To speet him like a pliver, 



Unlew h^' woiUdy from that time fortk 
Relinquish her for ever. 

Wi* ghastly e-e, poor tweedle*de6^ 

Upon his hunWs bended, 
And pray'd for grace, wi' ruefu' face^ 

And so the quarrel ended. 
But though his little heart did grieve, 

When round the tinker press'd her, 
He feign'd to snirtle in his sleeve, 

When thus the Caiird addr^s'd her. 

AIR, 

ff»««rtf^-«« CLpUT IKE CATTDttOK." 
I. 

My bonny lass, I work in brass, 

A tinker is my station : 
I've traveird round all Christian ground 

In this my occupation. 
I've ta'en the gold, I've been enroU'd 

In many a noble squadron ; 
But vain they search'd, when off I march'd 

To go and clout the caudron.^ 

I've ta'en the gold, &c. 

IL 

Despise that shrimp, that wither'd imp, 

Wi' a' his noise and caprin. 
And tak a share wi' those that bear 

Ihe budget and the ti^on* 



And by that (tCNrpl my faith tnd houfi^ 

And by that dt:ar Kilhiiigie.* 
If e'er ye want, or nieei wV scant, 

May I ne'er weet my craigie. 

And by that stowp, icc, 

BECITATIVO. 

The C^urd prevail'd — th' unblushing fair 

Id hiB etnbracea sunk, 
Partly wi' love o'ercome sae sair,. 

And partly she vraa drunk. 
Sir Violino, wi' an air 

That show'd a man of spunk, 
Wish'd unison between the pair, 

And mads the battle clunk 

To their health that night. 

But hurcbia Cupid shot a shaft 

That play'd a dame a ^arie, ■ 
The fiddler rak'd her fore and aft 

Behint the chicken cavie. 
Her lord, a wight o' Homer'sf cra&, 

Though limpin wi' tfaa apavie, 
He hirpl'd up, and kp like daft. 

And shor'd tfaeai damty Darie 

O' boot that night. 

He was a care-defying blade 
As ever Bacchus fitted ; 

' A peculiar sort of Wlri!ft7 so called, a great Ihvoniite w 
f (Kuie-Nansle's clnbt* 
t Hamer is aUowcd to ttctfai (Utat ti 



ITiough FortuM sa^-uponFhfan laUH 
HiB heart sbe ever miB^'d tt« * 

He had nae wufit^ buW- to be glad. 
Nor wanty but — ^when he thirsted ! 

He hated noiight but— to be sad, 
And dnui tiie lAuse suggested 

Hb sang that nigfat. 

AIRf 
Tune^** Fom V iVAT, Ain> ▲* that." 

I am a bard of no regard 
Wr gentle folks and a* that; 

But Homer4ike the glowrui byke 
fVae town to town I dravi^ that. 

CHORUS. 

JFor a* that y and a' thaff 

And. twice as muclde's a' 4;kai ; 

JTve lost but an€y Tve Pwa behind^ 
Tvc wife eneughy^br a' that. 

II. 

I never drank the Infuses stank, 
Castali^ -8 bum, and a' that ; 

But there it streams, imd ridily reanui^ 
My HeUcon I ca' that. 

For a' that, &c. 

IIL 

@reat love I bear to a' the fmr, 
/Their humble slave^ and a' that ; 
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ButJordlywill, Iholditetill ,! ' ,■ i*f ^ 
A mortal eui to thraw that. 

For a' that, &c. 

IV. ..v. 

Id raptures sweet this hour we meet/«i^ J 

Wi" mutual love and a' that ; ' 

But for how lang the^ie mai/ stang. 
Let inclination law that. 

For a' that, &c. 



Their tricks and craft have put me daft. 
They've ta'en me in, and a' that ; 

But clear yuur decks, and here's the jitjc .' 
1 like thi; jads for a' that. 

JFor a' that, and a' that. 

And Iviice as mucMe'i a that ; 

My dearest bluid, to do them gttde, 
They're welcome till'tjor a' that. 

RECITATIVO. 

So sung the bard, — atid Nansie's wa's 
Shook wi' a thunder of applause, 

Re-echo'd frae each mouth : 
They toom'd their pocks, and pawn'd their dudsj 
They scarcely left to co'cr their fuds, 

To quench their lowan drouth. 
Then owre again, the jovial thrang 

The poet did request, 



7o lowse his paqk^ and wale-iirjiBi^ - 

▲ ballad o' the best. 
He, rising, rejoicing 

Between his twa Deborahs, 
Looks round him» and found them 
Impatient for the chorus. 

AIR. 

Ttme^^** JOLLY MOBTALS FILL YaVK O&AS0X8.'* 

I. 

See the smoking bowl- before us, 

Mark our jovial ragged ring ! 
Bound and round take up the cliorus. . . 

And in raptures let us smg. 

CHORUS. 

A jig for those by Um protected I 
Liberty's a glorious Jeast I 

Courts Jbr cowards u^ere erected. 
Churches built to please thepHest* 

11. 

What is title ? what is treasure ? 

Wliat IS reputation's care ? 
If we lead a life of pleasure, 

'Tis no matter h&vo or ixhere* 

A fig, &c. 

ill. 

With the ready trick and fable, 
Bound we wander all the day ; 



And at nlghtj in barn or stable 
Mug ouc doxies on the haj. 
A fig, fre. 

IV. 
Does tbe train-sttended carriage 

Through the country lighter rove"? 
Does tbe sober bed of marriage 
WiUtefls blighter ecenea of lore ? 
A fig, &c. 

V. 

Lfe is all a variorum, 

We regard not how it goes: 
Let them cant about decorum, 

WIio have characters to lose. 
A fig, &c. 

VI. 
Here's to budgets, bags, and wallets; 

Here's to all the wand'ring train ; 
Here's our ragged brats and collets ! 
One and all cry out, Amen ! 
A fig, &c. 

AJigJbr those by laK protected ! 

Liberty's a glorious Jeast J 
Courts Jbr rmvards tnere erected, 
. Churches 6uUt to please the priest. 
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THE 

KIRK'S ALARM,* 

Ji SATIRE. 



OX, Orthodox, wha believe in John Knox« 
e sound an tJarm to your conscience : 
I heretic blast, has been blawn in the wast, 
vhBt is no sense must be nonsense* 

f Dr Mac, you should stretq^ on a rack, 
ike evil doers wi' terror ; 
aith and sense upon ony pretence, 
;tic, damnable error. 

Ayr, town of Ayr, it was mad I declare, 
ddle wi' misclii^ a-brewing ; 
Fohn is still deatto the churches relief, 
rator Bob:t ^^ ^^ ^u^°« 

i mild,]^ DVympIe mild, tho' your heart's 
ce a child, 

3ur life like the new driven snaw, 
winna save ye, auld Satan must have ye, 
caching that three's ane and twa. 



'oem was written a short time after the publication 
ll*s Essay. . 

11. $ IU«^t A-.k-D. § Mr D in..>le. 

I. ^ 



Bumble Jotin,* Rumble Jolin, mount the nejuvT 
a groan. 

Cry the book is wl' heresy ctaram'dj 
U'hcn lug out your ladle, deal fartinstoDe like adle, 

And roar every note of the danui'd. 

Simper James.f Simper James, leave the fair Eillie 

There's a holier chace in your view ; 

I'll lay on your head, that the pack ye'll soonleaJi 
For puppie's like you there's but few. 

Singet Sawney.J Singet Sawney, are ye herding the 
penny, 

UnconscioUB what evils await ; 
Wi' a jump, yell, and howl, alarm every soul. 

For the foul thief i* just at your gate. 

Daddy Auld, ij Daddy Auld .there's a tod in the fauU, 

A tod mcikle waur than the CK^rk; 
Tho' ye can do llltle staith, ye'll be in at the death, 

And gif ye cauna bite, ye may bark. 

Davie Bluster, y Davie BJusler, if for a saint yc di 

The corps is no nice of recruits : 
Yet to worth let's be ju^t, royal blood ye might boast, I 
If the ass was the kins of the brutes. | 



Ir It-aE-li. -|- Mr M-K—v. J Mr Jl- 

^ .All A— d. II Mr G 1 of O^—^ 
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3amj Goose,* Jamy Goose, ye hae made but toom 
roose, 

In hunting the wicked Lieutenant ; 
But the Doctor's your mark, for the L — d's haly ark. 

He has cooper'd and cawd a vrang pin in't. 

Poet Willie,f Poet Willie, gie the Doctor a volley^ 
Wi' your liberty's chain and your wit ; 

O'er Pegasus' side ye ne'er laid a stride, 
Ye but smelt, man, the place where he sh-t. 

Andro Gouk,! Andro Gouk, ye may slander the 
book. 

And the book not the waur let me tell ye ! 
Ye are rich, and look big, but lay by hat and wig. 

And ye'll hae a calPs head o' sma' value. 

Barr Stcenie,j^ Barr Steenie, what mean ye^ what 
mean ye ? 

If ye'll meddle nae mair wi' the matter. 
Ye may hae some pretence to bavins and sense, 

Wi' people wha ken ye nae better. 

Irvine Side,|| Irvine Side, wi* your tarkeycock pride. 

Of manhood but sma^ is your share ; 
Ye've the figure, 'tis true, even your faes will allow. 

And your friends they dare grant you nae nmir. 



.1 I fcjii^ji-jtxfc. 



^ Mr Y— g of C— n— k. t M' P— b--s of A— r. 

4: Dr A. M— 11. § Mr S . ■ .. n Y— — ^ of B --— r. 
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Muirland jTock,* MmrlBnil Jock, when the L— d 
niakt's a rock 
To cruBli common senSe for her sins, 
' ft'iil ijialincrs were wit, there's no mortal so fit 
To" tonfbuiid the poor Doctor at autre. 

[-iSoTy 'WWlj Hftly \V;il, there Wai wit i' year ekull, 
When ji; pJlfcT'd the almso' the poor; 

' The tinimer is (cant, wiien yii're ta'en for a caint, 
Wba should 8*ing in a rape fur an hour. 

L .Calvin's sons, Calvin's iotis, seize your ep'riiu&l guiS 
Aiiiiiiuoition you never can neeil ; 
Your hearts are llie stuff, will he powther eitoogh, 

'And youT EkuUs are storehonseB o' lead- 
Poet Durns, Poet Bums, wi' your priest skelpinf 

Why desert yc your auid native shire; 
Your musvL' is a gipsie, e'en tho' she were tipsie^ 
She cou'd ca' us nae waur than we are. 



THE TWA HERDSt.,_ 

O a' ye pious godly flocks. 
Well fed on pastures orthodox, 

" Wr S d. t An Elder in M c. 

i This jiipce was among the first of our Auihor's producti 
icli lie submiited lo the public ; and was occasioned by a< 
(e between tiio Clergymen, near Kilniarnoi:!;. 



WhiTnoir wUl keep you firae t^ foif^ -. 

Or worrying tykei?, 
Or wha ^iU tent the waif6 and crocks, 

Abput t^e dykes ? 

The tvrSL best hetcU in e^* the wast. 
That e'er gae gospol horn a blast. 
These live and twenty summera pas|t,r'' 

0\ 4po( totcU, 
Hae had a bitter l>lcick q\x%-^^, : i 

At^veen ^hemseh 

O, M ■ ■ y,,inan^ aftd wordy R 1 !^ 

How could you raise so vile a bustle, 
Ye'il see how new-%ht herds will wh'istlet 

And.thi4ik it find! 

The Lord's cause ne'er gat sic £| twistle, ;. 

Sin' I hae min'. 

O, Sirs ! whae'er wad hae expeckit, 
Your duty ye wad sae negleckit, 
Ye wha were ne'er by lairds respeckit, 

To wear the piaid, ■ 
But by the brutesi themselves eleckit, 

To be their guide. 

What flock wi* M -— — y's flock could rank, 

Sae hale and hearty every shank, 

Nae poison'd soor Arminiah stank, - ' v 

He let them taste, 
Frae Calvin's well, ay clear they drank, 

O' sic a feast ! 
o3 



The thummart wil'-cat, brock and tod, 
Weel kend bis voice thro' a' tlie wood. 
He smell'ti their ilka hole and road, 

Balth out and in, 
And weel he lik'd to shed their bluid, 

And sell their Aia. 

What herd like R II tclVd his ta\e, 

His voice was heard thro' muir and date, 
He Icend the Lord's sheep, ilka tail. 

O'er a' the height. 
And saw gin they were sick or hale. 

At the first fight. 

H« fine a mangy sheep could scrub. 
Or nobly fling the gospel club, 
And now light herds could nicely drub, 

Or pay riieir skin. 
Could shake them o'er the burning dub ; 
Or heave them in. 

Sic btra^O.l do I live to see't,. 
Sic fiimous twa should disagreet, 
An' namet, like villain, hypocrite^ 

Ilk ither gi'en. 
While new-ltght herds wi' laughin spite. 

Say neither's liein' ! 

A' ye vha tent the gospel fauld,. 

There's D n deep, and P s, ehai 

But chiefly thou, apostle A— d. 
We trust in thee, 
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That thou wilt work them, hot and caul^ 

Till they agree* 

Consider, Sirs, how we're beset, 
There's scared a new herd that we gett ^ 
But comes frae 'mang that cursed set, 

I winna name, 
I hope frae heav'n to see them yet * 

In fiery flame« 

D • ■ e has becfh lang our fae, 
M* I l i has wrought us meikle waOf * - 

And that curs'd rascal ca'd M* Cf 

And baith the S b, - 

That aft hae nyide us black and blae, 

Wi* vengefu* paws* 

Auld W w lang has hatch'd mischief, 

We thought ay death wad bring relief, 
But he has gotten, to our grief, 

Ane to succeed him,. - 
A chiel wha*ll soundly buff our beef; 

I meikle dread him. 

And mony a ahe that I csuld tell* 
Wha fain would openly rebel, 
forby turn-coats amang oursel. 

There S h for ane, 

I doubt he's but a grey nick quill. 

And that fe% ^n\ 
o4 
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a i a' re flocks, o'er a' the hILU, ^^B 
By moeses, raeMlows, moors and Tells, 
Come join your couniicl and your skiUa, 

To cowe the laUdK, 
And get the t»utcs the power tbemselit 

To chooce tlieir hevdf. 

Tlier Orthodoxy yet may prance, 
And Learning iu a woody dance, 
And that Ml cur ca'd Common Sense, 

That bites sae sail. 
Be bsDHb'd o'cT the sea to Fiance ; 
Let Iiim bark there. 

Then Shaw's and D'rymplc'e eloquencst 

M' ll's close nervous escellcnce, 

M'Q -'s pathetic manly sense. 

And guid M' h 

Wi' S— th. wha thro' the heart csn glance, 
May a' pack aff. 



THE INVENTORY: 

In Anracr to a Mandate lent h/ ths Surveyor of tie Wl<u 
Carriage), ^e, to eiich Farmer, ordering him la tend a (i 
Liil<ifAh liorici, Servanli, fV/icel-CaiTlagei, ^. atid wh 
he Ka> a married Man Or a Bachelor, and tcliat CfiUdr 

lad. 
SiK, as your mandate did request, 
I send you here a faithfu' list, 
O, gudes an' gear, an' a' my graitli, 
To.wliich I'm clear to gie my aith. 
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Imprimis then| fpr carriage jcattie> . 
I have four brutes o' gallant pa^ttle. 
As ever drew afore a pettle. 
My Lari afore &* a guide a^ld h^^ beeitf 
An* wight an' wilfu' a' bis days been. 
My L(fn ffhins-f a wei&I gaun filHe^ 
That afl has borne me hame fra£ Killie^ 
An' your auld burro* mony a tim^e^ 
In days when riding was nae crime — 
But ance whan in my woping pride 
I like a bloci^e^d boost to ride. 
The wilfu' creature sae I pat jto, 
(L— d pardon a' my sins a^* jtl>at tg ! ) 
I play'd my fillie sic a shayie^ 
She's a' bedevil'd wi' the spavie. 
My Furr ahins§ a. wordy beast, 
As e'er in tug or tow was trac'd. — 
The fourth's a highland Donald hastiey 
A d— Tii'd re4-wud Kilburnie blastie ; 
Foreby a jOowt, o' Cowf^ the wale, 
As ever ran a^'ore a tail. 
If he be spar'd to be ^ beast, 
He'll draw me fifteen pun' at lea^t.<:— 
Wheel carriages I hae hut few, 
Three carts, an' twa are feckly new ; 
Ae auld wheelbarrow, mair for token, 
Ae lc£r an' jL>aith the trams are l^roken ; 



• The fore-horse on the left-hand in the plough, 
•f* The hindmost on the left-hand in the plough. 
$ Kilmarnock. 

§'Thc hlndiuost hone on the left-hand «f the plou^* 

(r5' 



I made a poker o' the spm'Ie, 

An' my auld mother brunt the trin'le,— 

For men, I've three rniscliievoua boyi, 

Run dcils for rantin and for noise ; 

A gauilsman an&, a llirosber tother. 

Wee Davock hauda ihe nowt in (other. 

I rule them as I ought, discreetly, 

An' aften labour them completely. 

An' aj on Suntkya duly nightly, 

I on the questions targe them tightly ; 

Till faith, wee Davock'a turn'd sae gleg, 

Tiio' scarcely langer than your leg, 

Ile'il screed you alF EtFectual Calling, 

As fast an ony in the dwalling, — 

I've nane in female servan' Btation, 

(L — il keep me ay frae a' tem[)tation !) 

I hae nae nifc ; and that my bliss is. 

An' ye have laid nac lax oa misses ; 

An' then if kirk folks dinna clutch me> 

I ken the devils dare na touch me. 

Wi' weans I'm mair than weel contented, 

Heav'n sent me ane mae than I wanted. 

My sonsie smirking dear-bought Bess, 

She stare's the daddy in her face. 

Enough of ought ye like but grace 

But her, my bonnie sn'eet wee lady,. 

I've paid enough for her already. 

An' gin ye tax her or her mither, 

B' the L — d ! ye'se get them a' tliegither. 

And now, remember Mr A-k-n, 
Kae kind. oC licence out I'm tokin ;, 



Vrae this time forth, I do declare, 
Tse ne'er ride horse nor hizzie mair ; 
Thro' dirt and dub for life I'll paidle, 
Ere I sae dear pay for a saddle ; 
My travel a' on foot I'll shank it. 
I've sturdy bearers, Gude be thankit.— » 
The Kirk and you may tak you that, 
It puts but little in your pat : 
Sae dinna put me in your buke, 
Nor for my ten white shillings luke. 

This list wi' my ain hand I wrote it, 
Day and date as under notit. 
Then know all ye. whom it concerns, 
Subscripsi huic, Robert Burns. 

M^gidj Feb\ 22d, 1786. 



TrfE 

HENPECK'D HUSBAND. 

Rs'o be the man the poorest wretch in life» 
e crouching vassal to the tyrant wife, 
10 has no will but by her high permission ! 
10 has not sixpence but in her 'possession; 
ko must to her his dear friend's secret tell ; 
10 dreads a curtain lecture worse than hell, 
ire such the wife had fallen to my part, 
break her spirit, or I'd break her heart ; 
charm her with the magic of a switch, 
•kiss her maids, and kick the perverse b-^-h. 

o6 



EPITAPH, 

ON A HENPECR'U CiJUXTRY SQUIRE. 

As father Adam first was fool'd, 
A case that's atil! too common, 

Here lies a man a woman rul'd, 
The devil nil'd the woman. 



EPIGRAM 
OH BAID OCCASION. 



Death, had'st tfaou but gpar'd tiU i&^ 

Whom we tbia day lament ! 
We freely wad cxdiang'd the tvife, 

And a' been weel content. 

Ev'n as be is, cauld in hU graff, 

The swap we yet will do't ; 
Tak thou the Carlia's carcase aff, 

Thoii'se gH the saul o' boot. 



ANOTHER. 



One Queen Artemi^ as old stories t^l. 
When deprived wf her husband she loTed m well 
In respect for the love an' affection he'd sliewn h 
She reduc'dhimlOJtliist and she drank ap the pow* 
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But Queen N****^**, of % different (spoiplesiop^ 
Wfaen caird on to order the fun'ral direction, 
Would have eai her dead lord> on a slender pretence, 
b^ot \o fthew her respect, bu^r-^o save the expence* 



APDRES9 

TO AX 

ILLEGITIMATE CHILD. 

Thou's welcome wean, n^hanter fa' me^ 
If ought of thee, or of thy mammy, 
Shall ever daoton me, or aire me, 

My siveet wee {ad|r» 
Or if I blush when thou sfaalt ca' uap 

Tit-ta or daddy. 

Wee mage of my bonny Betty, 
I fatherly will kiss an* daut thee, 
As dear an' near my Heart Fset thee 

Wi' as g;ude will 
As a' the priests had seen me get thee 

Th«t'.s not o' WL 

What tho' thej ca' me iomieator. 
An' tease my name in kintry x^latter ; 
The mair they tauk I'm kent ^e better,. 

E'en let Uiem dash ; 
An auld wife's ton^id 's a feckless ntaliler 

"Tprgiean^ikdi.* 



Sweet fruit o' mony a. merry dint. 

My funny toil is now a' tint, 

Sin' thou came to the warl asklent, 

Which fools may Bcoff at 
In my last piacli thy part's be in't — 

The better ha'f o't. 

An' if thou be what I wad hae thee, 

Aa' tali the counsel I sail gie thee, 
A lovin fatlier I'll be Co (hee. 

If thou be spar'd ; 
Thro' a' thy childish years I'll e'e thee. 

An' ihink't weel war'd. 

Gude grant that thou may ay inherit 
Thy mither's person, grace, an' merit. 
An' thy poor WDrthlesa daddy's spirit, . 

Without his failins, 
'TwiU please roe niair to hear an' see't. 
Than stocket mailing. 



ELEGY 

ON TH£ YEAR 17B8, 

For Lords or Kings I dinna mourn, 
E'en let them die — for that they're bo 
But, oh ! prodigious to reflect, 
A Tatoiitottt, Sirs, is ganc to wreck ! 
O Eigkti/-eight, in thy sma' space 
What dire eventB hae taken place '. 



SOS 

Of what enjoyments thou has reft us f 
In what a pickle tiiou hast left us ! 

The Spanish empire's tint a head. 
An' my auld teethiess Bawtie's dead ; 
The toolzie's teugh ^tween Pitt an' Fosr, 
An' our gudewife*s wee birdy cocks ; 
The tane is game, a bluidy devil, 
But to the hen-birds unoo civil ; 
The tither's dour, has nae sic breeding 
But better stuff ne*er claw'd a midden I 

Ye ministers, come mount the pulpit^ 
An cry till ye be hearse an' rupit ; 
For EightyeiglU he wish'd you weel. 
An* gied you a baith gear an* meal ; 
E'en mony a placfc, an mony a peck^ 
Ye ken yoursels for little feck I 

Ye bonny lasses dight your een> 
For some o' you hae tint a fricn : 
In Eighty-eighty ye ken, was ta'en 
What ye'll ne'er hae to gie again. 

Observe the very nowt an* sheep, 
How dowff an' dowie now they^reep u 
Nay, even the yirth itsel does cry, 
For Embro' wells are grutten dry.. 

O Eighty-nine^ thou's but a bairn^ 
An' no owre auld, I hope, to lear^-l 



Cou'd preachment-timmer cleaner digbt 
In kirk nor ha.' 

But wliat need tbie or that to name ? 
It's Dwn'd by a' there's no a theme 
Ye tak in band but's a' the fame. 

And nae ane o' them 
But weel may challenge a' the fame 

That wc can gie them. 

For me, I heartily allow you 
The warld o" praJBC sne justly due you ; 
And but a Plowman ! — Sail 1 true you? 

Gin it be sae, 
A miracle I will avow you, 

Deny't wha may. 

What recks a leash o' classic lare 
Thro' seven years and some guide mair, 
.Whan plowman-lad, wi' nature bare, 

Sae far surpasses 
A' we can do wi' study sair 

To climb Parnassus. 

But, tlianka to praise, ye'er i' your prime, 
And may chant on this tang lang time ; 
For, let me tell you, 'tware a crime 

To hand your tongue, 
Wi' sic a knack's ye hae at rhyme, 

And you sae young. 

Ye ken it's nae for ane like me 
To b« so droll as ye can be ; 



mi 

But cmjp hdp that I can gie» f 

Tho*t be but nna,* 

Your least commaiMly I'se lat you leay 

Sail gar me draw. 

An hour or twa^ibj book or crook. 
And may be three^ some orrow owk. 
That I cani^are firae'baly bulk, 

(For that's my hobby,) 
I'll steal awa' to some by-neuk 

And crack wi' £obie. 

Wad ye but only crack again. 
Just what ye like in ony strain, 
I'll tak it kind ; for, to be plain, 

I do expect it ; 
And, mair than that, I'll no be fain 

Gin ye neglect it. 

To LiNSHART, gin my hame ye spiei!^ 
Wliare I hae heffk near fifty year, 
*Twili come in course, ye need na fear ; 

The pairt's weel kent ; 
And postage, be it cheap or dear, 

ril pi^ content. 

Now after a', hae me exqueerd 
For wishing nae to be refeez'd, 
I dinpa covet to be reez*d 

For this fiel lilt ; 
But, fiel or wise, gin ye be pleased, 

Ye'er welcome tillt* 
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Sae, canty Plowmis), (axv ye tt«el« 
Lord ble» ye l«ng */v hao and hiel. 
And keop yoa ay riie hwiest chiel 

Itist ye hae been ; 
Syne lift you to a belter bid 

Wheo tiBS Js^smc ! 

P. S. This aiild Scott muse l>e comted Ja 
And spar'd nac pains to win her ; 
Dnvrf tho' I be in rn-nkr sang, 
I'm no n late beginner. 

liut D(rv suld Bge tuks doiric turn^ 

Yet trnih. as Pm n sinner, 
I'll a^ be loitd o' Hobit: Barne, 
Wnile I c-sn sign 

John Skini 
Liiuhart, Scplembry -Jdt/i, 1 7S9. 
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EPISTLE FItOM A TAYLOR 

TO 

ROBERT BURNS. 



HAT waefo* news hi thi« I hear, 
ae greeting I can scarce forbear^ 
)lks tell me, ye're gawn aff this year, 

Out o'er the sea, 
ad lasses wham ye lo*e sae dear 

Will ^eet ^Mr thee, 

eel wad I like war ye to stay^ 
It, Robin, since ye will away, 
tiae a word yet mair to say, 

And maybe twa ; 
ay he protect us night an' day, 

That made as a*. 

har thou art gaun, keep mind frae me^ 
iek him to bear thee companie, 
ad, Robin, whan ye come to die, 

Ye'll won aboon, 
Q* live at peace an* unity 

Ayont the moon. 

»me tell me, Rab, ye dinna fear 
3 get a wean, an' curse an' swear, 

L. Ill, F 



r 



I'm unco wnc, my lad, lo hear 

O* fiic a trade, 
Cou'd 1 persuade ye to Torbear, 
I wad be glad. 



Fu' weel ye ken ye'll gang to hed, 

■Gin ye persist io doin til — 

Waes me 1 ye're hurlin dowD the hill 

Without en dread. 
An' ye'll get leaveto swear your fill 

ARer ye're dead. 

'Hiere walth.o' n-onien ye'll get near, 
But gettin weans ye will forbear, 
'Ye'll never say, my bnnnie dear 

Come, gic's a kiss— 
Nae kissing there— ye'll giro aa' sne«. 

An' itfaer hiss 

O liab ! by Iby thy foolisli^tricks. 
An' Eteer nae nudr the female sex. 
Or some day ye'll come through the prick;, 

An' that ye'll see ; 
Ye'll find hard living wi' Auld Nicks ; 

I'm wae for thee. 

But what's Hub comes wi' tiic a knell, 

Amaii^t as loud as ony bell. 

While it does mak my conscience tell 

Me what is true, 
, I'm but a ragget cowt mysel, 

Qirresib to yo^t! 



We're owre like thotoe wfai^^Unk it %, . 
To stuff their noddles fu' o' wit, 
An' yet content in darkness sit, 

Wha shun the light, 
To let them see down to the pit, 

That lang. dark night. 

But fareweel> Rab, I maun awa^^. 
May he that made us keep us a', 
Vor that wad be a dreadfu' &' 

And hurt, us sair, 
Xad, ye wad never mend ava, 

. .Sfie, ,Bab, tak care. 



■bi 



THE ANSWER. 



What ails ye now, ye lousie b ■ h , 
To thresh my back at sic a pitch ? 
Losh man ! hae mercy wi' your natch, 

'Ypur bodkin's bauld, 
I did na snfer ha'fsae much 

Frae Daddie Auld. 

What tho' at times when I grow crouse, 
I gie their wames a random pouse. 
Is that enough for you to souse 

Your servant sae P 
Gae mind your scam, ye prick the louse^ 

An* jag theflae. 

.p2 * 
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King David o' poetic brief, 

Wrought 'mang the lasses sic miechirf 

Ab fiird \m after life wi' grief 

An' bloody rants, 
^n' yet he's rank'd aniBog the chief 

O' lang eyue aaunta. 

And maybe, Tam, for a' my cants, 
My wicked rhynieG, an' drucken rantB, 
I'll gie auld cloven Clooty'e haunts 

An unco slip yet, 
An' snugly sit amang the saunti, 

At Davie's hip yet> 

But fegs, the Session says I maun 

Gae fa' upo' anithcr plan. 

Than garren lasses cowp the cran 

Clean fieels owre body, 
And sairly thole tlieir mither's ban, 

Afore the howdy. 

This leads me on, to tell for sport. 
How ] did with the Session sort— 
Auld Cliokum al. the Inner port 

Cry'd three times, " Robin !' 
" Come hither lad, an answer for't, 

" Ye're blam'd for jobbin."" 

Wi' pinch I put a Sunday's face on,. 
An' snoov'd awa' before the 
I made an c^n fair confi^ssion, 

I sconi'd to lie ; 



SIT 

Axk* syne Mess J«hii^ beyonci ezpretsioiv 

Fell foul o' me; 

A fornicstor lown he call'd me, 

An' said my fau't fhie Miss eKpell'dme; 

I own'd the tale was true he tell'd me, 

* But what the matter/ 
Quo' I| * I fear unless ye geld me, 

* I'll ne'er be better. 

'* Geld you !" quo' he, " and whatfore no, 
" If that your right hand, leg or toe, 
<< Should ever prove your sp'ritual foe, 

" You shou'd remember 
** To cut it aff, an' whatfore no 

■*• Your dearest member.** 

* Na, na,' quo' I, * I'm no for that, 

* Gilding's nae better than 'tis ca't, 

< I'd rather suffisr fer my faut, 

' A hearty flewit. 
As sair owre hi{> as ye can draw't ! 

< Tho' I should rue it. 

« 

< Or gin ye like to end the bothiBr, 

< To please us a', I've just ae ither,, 

* When next wi' yon lass I forgatiier, 

* Whate'er betide it, 
' I'll frankly gie her't a' thegither, 

* An' let her guide it/ 
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But, -Sir, this pleated them warM avor 
An" llierefore, Tom, when that I saw, 
I said, ' Gude uight,' and cam awa", 

And left the Session ; 
I saw they were resolved a" 

On my oppression. 



i 



LETTER TO JOHN GOUDIE, 

Kir-MABNOCK, 

Of THE PCBCtCATIOV OF HW ESBiTR ' 

GoDBiE ! terror o' the Whigs, 
Dread o' black coats and rev'rcnd H-igs, 
Soor fiigotry, on her last legs, 

Girnin looks back, 
Wishin the ten Egj^tian plagues. 

Wad seize you quick. 

Poor gapin, glowrin Superstition, 

Waes me 1 she's in a sad condition ; 

Fy, bring Black-Jock, her state physician, 

"■ ■ To see her w-ter-; 

Alas ! there's ground o' great suspicion 
She'll ne'er get better. 

Auld Orthodoxy long did grapple,. 
But now she's got an. unco ripple, 
Haste, gic her name up i' the chapel^ 
NJgk unto death; 



See how Ae-fetchea at the thrapple. 

An* gasps for breath.' - 

Bnthusiasm's past redemption, 

Gaea in a galloping coosumption, 

Not a' the quacks wi* a' their gumption, - 

Will ever mend her. 
Her f(^ble pulse gies strong presumption. 

Death soon wili end her* 

4 

*Ti8 you and Taylor* are the chief» 
Wha are to blame for this mischief ; 
But gin the Lord's ain focks gat leave, 

A toom tar barrel 
Aft* twa red peats wad send relief, 

Ab'* end the quarrel* - 



LETTER TO J S T— T GL— NC— BT. • 



•Li-. 



Auld com'rade dear and brither sinner, 
How's a* the folk about GW no — ^r ; 
How do you this blae eastlin wind, ' 
That's like to blaw a body blind :"'/'.". 
For me my^ faculties are frozen-, '' '^^ 
My dearest member* nearly dozen'cl': 
I've sent you here by Johnnie Simsoni-. 
Twa sage philosophers to glimpse on ; 
Smithj wi' his sympathetic feeling, 
An' Reid, to common sense appealing, 

• Dx Taylor of Norwich. 
P 4 
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Mpliers have fought an' wrangled, 
An' meikle Grtek an' Latin mangled, 
Till wi' their logic-jargon lir'd, 
An' in the depth of science mir'd, 
To cominoa sense they now appeal, 
What wives an' wabslera see an' feel : 
But, hark ye, friend, I cliarge you strictly. 
Peruse them an' return ihem quickly ; 
For now I'm grown sac cursed douse, 
I pray an' ponder bittl the house, 
My shins, my lane, I there sit roastiir. 
Feruling Bunyan, Brown, and Boston ; 
Till by an' by, if I hand on, 
I'll grunt a real Gospel groan ; 
Already I begin to try it, 
To cast my een up like a pyet, 
When by the gun slie tumbles o'er, 
Flutt'ring an' gasping in her gore : 
Sae shortly you shall see me bright, 
A burning an' a shining light. 

My heart-warm love to guid auld Glen, 
The ace an' walc pf honest men ( 
When bending down with auld grey hairs. 
Beneath tJic load of ^ears and cares. 
May he who made him still support him, 
An' views beyond the grave comfort him. 
His worthy fam'ly far and near, 
God bless them a' wi| grace and gear. 

My auld sphool-fellow, Freacher Willie, 
The manly tar, m^ mason Biilie, 
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An* Auchenbay, I wish him joy ; 

If he's a parent, lass or boy, 

May he be dad, and Meg the mither. 

Just five-and-forty years thegither ! 

An' no forgetting wabster Charlie^ 

I'm tauld he oflfers very fairly. 

An' L— d, remember singing Sannock, - 

Wi' hale-breeks, saxpence, an' a bannock. 

An' next, my auld acquaintance, Nancy, 

Since she is fitted to her fancy ; 

An' her kind stars hae airted till her, 

A guid chiel wi' a, pickle siller. 

My kindest, best respects I sen' it, 

To cousin Kate an' sister Janet ; 

Tell them frae me, wi' chiels be cautious, 

For, faith, they*ll aiblins fin' them fashions ; 

To grant a heart is fairly civil. 

But to grant a maidenhead's the devil !-^ 

An' lastly, Jamie, for yoursel. 

May guardian angels tak a spell, 

An' steer you seven miles south o* hell : 

But first, before you see heav'ns glory, 

May ye get mony a merry story, 

Mony a laugh, and mony a drink. 

An' ay eneugh o' neeedfu' clink. 

Now fare ye weel, an* joy be wi' you. 
For my jake this I beg it o' you, 
Assist poor Simson a' ye can, 
Ye'll fin' him just an honest man ; 
Sae I conclude and quat my chanter, 
Yoor's, saint or sinnar, 

7 5 Rob xhs Banxsiu^ 



itEETtS* OF 1BS- 



The deil cam' fiddling thro' the town. 
And danc'd awa' wi' the EKciscman ; 
And ilk auld wife ci'y'd, " Auld MahouD, 
" We wifih you luclt o' tlie prize inaB. 

CHORtia. 

" We'll roak our maut, and brew our drbk, 
. " We'll dance and aing and rejoice mun ; 
" And niony ttmnks to the muctile black deil, 
" That daoc'd awa' wi' the Exciseman. 

" There's threeEome reels, and foursome reels, 
" There's hornpipes and strathspeys, man; 
*' But the ae best dance e'er cam to our iau', 
" Was the doil's awa' wi' the Exciseman. 

" We'll mak our maut, Ac." 



EXTEMPORE., 

'riiten io annccr U a Card/rom an inlhnale efBvKts' tciA- 
ing Mir to ipend an hour at a TaverjK 

The King's most Humble servant, It 

, Can scarcely spare a minute ; 
But I'll be wi' ye by an' bye; 
Or else the Deil's be in iti. 
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LINES 

JVrUtett exUmpore in a Lad^s Pockei'hook\ 

Grant me, indulgent Heav*n, that I may live 
To see the miscreants feel the pains they give ; 
Deal Freedom's sacred treasures free as air. 
Till slave and despot be but things which were. 



LINES 

ADDRESSED TO MR'JOHI^ RANEEX. 

[The person to whom- his Poem on shooting the Partridge is 
addressed, while he occupied the Farm of AdamhiU in Ayr- 
shire.] 

Ae day as Death, that grusome carl. 
Was driving to the tither warF, 
A mixtie-maxtie motely squad. 
And mony a guilt-bespottcd lad ; 
Black gowns of each denomination » • 
And thieves of every rank and station. 
From him that wears the star and garter ' 
To him that wintles in a halter ; 
Asham'd himself to see the wretches, • 
He mutters, glow'ring at the b— ^, 
<< By G — I'll not4>e seen behint them, 
^< Nor 'mang the spVitual corps present them, 
<< Without, at' least ae honest man, 
<^ To grace this damn'd infernal claa.** 



LINES 



WmiTTEV AlTD PSCSENTED TO MBS KEKKiE, OV JEBI 
HER IM THE CHAEACTER OF TARICO. 



Dun^friei Theatre^ ITS 



Kembls, thou car*st my unbelief 

Of Moses and his rod ; 
At Yarico's sweet notes of grief/ 

The rock with tears had flow'd* 



LINES 



Written on Windows of the Globe Tavern Dumf 

The greybeard. Old Wisdom, may boast of his i 
sures, 
Give me with-gay^ Folly to live ; 
I grant him his calm-blooded^ time-settled pleasi 



vts 

The deities that I adoie. 

Are social Peace and Plenty, 

I'm better pleased to make one ntaref 
Than be the death of twenty. 



My bottle is my holy pool, 
That heals the wounds o' care an* dool ; 
And pleasure is a wanton trout; 
An* ye drink it, ye'll find him out. 



In politics- if thou would*st mix. 
And mean thy fortunes be ; 

Bear this in mind, be deaf and blind, 
Let great folks hear and see. 



^ 
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LINES 



^ritten on a Windotio^ at the King's Arms Tavern, 

Dumfries. 

E men of wit and wealth, why all this sneering 
'Gainst poor Excisemen? gire the cause a hearing: 
'^hat are your landlords' rent-rolls ? taxing ledgers : 
What premiers, what? even Monarchs' mighty 

gangers: 
ay, what are priests ? those seeming godly wise* 

men; 
What are they pray ? but i^iritual Ex^^isemen^ 



n umder thepictare a/tin ctkbrated Mill Bun 

Gbase, ye prudes, your envious railing, 
Lovely Burns has chatms—con/eis ; 

True it is, she had one tailing, 
Had a womau ever less ? 



CAPTAIN FRANCIS GKOSE, 

THE CSLEBBATED AUTiaaABT. 

[ITie foUowiiig Epigram, writien in a moment of ftMivfty by 
Burn)', was so much relished hy Grose, that be made it sene 
aa an eicuse for prolonging the convivial occasion that gate U 
Unh lo * veij late tour.] 

Thk Devil got notice that Gaoas was a-dyiug, 
So whip ! at the summons, old Satan came flying* ; 
But when he approadi'd where poor Frakcis lay 

moaning, 
And'saw each- bed-post with iu hurden a-groaning, 
AstOBJsh'd ! confounded ! cry'd Satan, by G-d, 
111 want 'im, ere I take such a d hie load. 

* Mr Groie was eieeedingly corpulent, and used to ^plly 
bimKir, with the greatest good hnmouT, on the ^ngolar rotun- 
dity of fail Agure. 
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\EPIGEAM 

#M ELPHUrSTONK^S TSAHSLATION Of kA&TL4X»'« 

XPIOBAMS. 

O THOU whom Poetry abhorSi 
Whom Prose has turned out of doors, 
Heard*st thou that groaD — ^proceed na-^forlSieri 
*Twas laurell'd Martial roaring murdev, . 



EPITAPH 

ON k WAG IN- MAUCHl^INfi^ 

. Lament him Maudiline husbands a*, 

He aflen did assist ye ; 
For had ye staid whole weeks awa'. 
Your wives they ne'er had miss'd ye.. 

Ye Mauchline bairns, as on ye pass 
To school in bands thegither, 

O tread ye Hghtly on his gFass> 
Perhaps he was your father.. 



EPITAPH 

ON J ^N B ^Y, WHITER IN DUMFRIE*. 



Hers lies J^— n .B* y , honest man /- 
Cheat him^ Devil|i£ jroa'can* . 



iiPITAPHON JOHN DOVE, 

INNKIBFER, MAUCBLINE. 

Herb lies Johony Pidgeoa, 

Whal waa hia religion, 

Whae'er desiri.'S to ken, 

To some ottter warl 

Maun follow the carl. 

For here Johnny Pidgeoa had none. 

Strong ale was abhitioQ, 
Small beer iierst;<:ucion, 
A dram was momeato iiiori ,- 
But a full flatting bowi 
Was the anting his soul. 
And port was celestial glory. 



EPITAPH 
ON WALTER S 



Sic a reptile was Wat, 

Sic a miscreant slave, 
That the wornis ev'u d d him, - 

When laid in his grave. 
' In his flesh Uiere's a famine,' 

A starv'd reptile cries ; 
' An' his heart is rank poison^ 

Another repliei.- 






EPITAPH 

9X A PERSON NICKNAMED Ttte MAKQIHS,' ' 
WHO DfsniED BtneiKS to' w^ite oke ox hik. 

Hers lies a mock Marqaii whose titles were shamm'dl^ 
If ever he risei it will be to be d . *d. 



ON PASTORAL POETRY. 

Hail Poesie ! thou Nymph reserved ! 
In chase o' thee, what crowds hae swerv'd 
Frae common seose^ or sunk enerv'd 

'Mang heaps a* clavers '; 
And och ! owre aft thy ipes hae stai^y'd, 

'Mid a' thy favours ! 

Say, Lassie> why thy tmin amang, 
While loud the trump's heroic clang, 
And sock or budcin sk^p alapg 

To death or m^riage^ , . 
Scarce ane has tried the sh^lierd-aang^ . 

But wi' miscarriage ? 

In Homer's craft Jock Milton tlirives ; 
Eschylus' pen Will Shakespeare drives ; 
Wee Pope, the knurlin, 'till him rives 

Horatian fame ; . 
In thy sweet sang, Barbauld, /survives . . . 

Even Sappho's flame. 



^Tut ttiee, Til 



See, Theocritiu, wha matches ? 

They'rano hfrJ"s biiilrtU Maro's uatches ; 

Squire Pope but bu»k« hik ^kinkliii [lutcbet- 

O' heathen tatters : 
I pEUS by bunders, nameless wretches, 

That ape their betters. 

Id this bran age o' wit and Icar, 
Will nane the shepherils whistle mali 
Blaw sweetly in its native air 

And rural grace;. 
And wV the Far fam'd Greciao share 

A ciTal place? 

Yes I there is ane ; a Scottish cntlan ! 
There's ane ; come 'Vrit, hojest Allan I 
Thou need na jouk beliini the halltm, 

A chiel sac clever ; 
The teeth o' time may gnaw Tamtatlan, 

But thou's for ever. 

Thou paints auld nature to the nines, - 

Id thy sweet Caledonian lines ; 

Nae gowden stream thro' myrtles twines, 

Where Philomel, 
While nightly breezes sweep the vines. 

Her griefs will tell \ 

In gowany glens thy burnie strays. 
Where bonnie lasses bleach their claes :- 
Or trots by hazzelly shaws and braes, 

Wi' hawthorns gray, 



e bhu^iirds join the shepherd's !■]» 
At doM o' day. 

und love» are nature's sel ; 
'ombast vpatea o' ncxuiense swell ; 
nap conceits, but that iweet spetl 

O' witchin love, 
oharm, that can thg strongest quell^. 

The swnieit movv. 
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APPENDIX. 



8M 



.f 



APPENDIX. 



ft may gratify curiosity to know some partieiilan of the his- 

toiy of the preceding Poems, on which the.cdebrity of our 

Bard has been hitherto founded; and with this View the 

' 'fifllowing extract Is made from a letter of Gilbert Bums, the 

-^ brother ef o«« poet, aod his friend ahd<xmfidaat from hdl 

• eaiUest years. 



JDEAR SIR, Mosigm^ U April, 1798. 

Your letter of the 14th of March I received In 
due coarse, but from the hurry of the season have 
been hitherto hindered from answering it. I will 
now try to give you what satisfaction I can, in re- 
gard to the particulars you-mention. I cannot pre- 
tend to be-very accurate in resp<&ct to the/ dates of 
the poems, but none of them, except Winter a 
Dirge, (which was a juvenile production,) The Death 
and Dying Words of Poor Maimer and some of the 
songs, were composed before the year 17^4« The 
circumstances of the poor sheep were pretty much 
as he has described diem. He had, partly by way 
of frolic, bought a ewe and two lambs from &neig^- 
bour, and she was tethered in -a field adjoining the 
liouse at Lochlie. He and I were gcnog out, with 
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•ar teams, and our two younger brothers to drin 
for us, at mid-day ; when Hugh Wilson, a curioui 
lookinfi awkward boy, clad in plaiding, came to lu 
with much anxiety in his face, with the inforiuation 
that the ewe had entangled herself in the tether, and 
wa» lying in the ditch. Hobcrt was much tickled 
with Huoc's appearance and postures on the occa- 
■ifln. Poor Maillie was set to rights, and when we 
returned from the plough in the evening, he repeated 
to me her Death and Dying Words, pretty much in 
the way they now stand. 

Among the earliest of hie poemg was the Epii^ 
to Davit. Robert often composed without say re- 
gular plan. When any thing made a etrong im- 
pression on his mind, so as to rouse it to poetic ex- 
ertion, he would give way to ihe impulse, and em- 
body the thought in rhyme. If lie hit on two or three 
■tanzas to please him, he would then think of proper 
introductory, connecting, and dmclodiog itBaxaa; 
Itence the middle of a poem was ol^Q fire4 produced. 
It. was, I think, in summer IT&i, when in the in* 
terval of harder labour, he and I were weeding in tbe 
garden ( kail-yard ) , that he repeMed to me the prtn- 
cipal part of this epistle. I believe the first idea of 
Robert's becoming an author waa started on this <it> 
casion. 1 was much pleased with tbe epiatle, aai 
said to him I was of oftinion it would bear being 
pTintedi and that it would be well received by people 
of ta«te; that I thought it at least equal, if not su- 
perior, to many of Allan Kameay's epistlea ; and that 
the merit of these, wid much other Scotch poetry, 
deemed to eouslgt principally in tbe Itnack of Hie 
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j^xprossiinij ^t here, there was a train of iDterost* 
jl^ geptinfieat, and the Scotticism of the language 
ioarcely seemed affected, but appeared %o be the na- 
tural language of the poet ; that, besides, there was 
certatQly.some novelty in a poet pointing out the con- 
wlations that were m store for him when he should 
go a-begging. Kobert seemed very well pleased 
W}th my criticism, and we talked of sending it to 
mme magazine, but as this plan afforded no oppor- 
ti^pity of knowing how it would take, the idea was 
dripped. 

It was, I think, in the winter following, as we 
were going together with carts for coal to the family 
fire -^ and 1. could yet point out the particular spot)> 
that the author first repeated to me the Address to 
the DeU* The curious idea of such an address was 
suggested to him by running over in his mind the 
many ludicrous accounts and representations we 
bave, from various quarters, of this august person- 
age* Death nnd Doctor Hornbook, though not pub« 
lisbed in the Kilmarnock edition, was produced 
early in the year 1785. The Schoolmaster of Tar- 
bolton parish, to eke up the scanty subsistence al- 
lowed to that useful class of men, had set up a shop 
of grocery goods. Having accidentally fallen in 
with some medical books^ and become most hobby^ 
horsically attached to the study of medicine, he had 
added the sale of a few medicines to his little trade. 
He had got a shop-bill printed, at the bottom of 
which, overlooking his own incapacity, he had adver- 
tised, that *' Advice would be given in common dis- 
*f orders at the shop gratis.'* Robert was at a ma^ 

VOL. III. Q 
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MI) meeting in Tarbolton, when the Dfimtnif unfor- 
tunately made luo osleiitatious a display of his medi- 
cal ikitl. Ak he partial in the evening (rotu tin 
mixture of pedantry and physic, at the place where 
be descnbeahis meeting with Death, one of those 
floating ideas ofuppariiiun he mentions in his ttttet 
to Dr Moore, crossed his mind ; this set him to wort 
rest of the tiny home. These circumstances 
e related when he repeated the verses to me nert 
Aernoon, as I was holding the plough, and he wis 
r letting the watci- off the field beside me. The Epif I 
V to John LapTuik was produced exactly on theo^ I 
m described by the author. He says in diit ' 
»,' On Jastert-e'en ue had a rach'n {p. 176). 1 
jelievc he has omitted the word rocSmg in the glot- 
^■arj'. It is a term -derived from those primitive tinio, 
T»hen the country-women employed their spare honn 
in spinning on the rock, or distaff. This simple in- 
plemtiit is a v(.*ry portable one. and well fitted to the 
* social inclination of meeting in a neighbour's house ; 
hence the phrase oT going a roching or Kith thf roch , 
As the connexion the phrase had with the ImpleiaEiit 
was forgotten, when the rock gave place to the spin- 
ning-wlieel, the phrase came to be used by bolli 
'Bescs on social occasions, and men talk of going iritli 
tlicir rocks as well as women. 

It was at one of these rocb'itgs at our house, itlien 
we had twelve or fifteen j'oung people with (lieir 
rofii, that I-apraik's song, beginning — "^Vhen 1 
upon thy bosom lean," was sung, and '^e were in- 
formed nho was the author. ITpon this, Robert 
wrote his first epistle to Lnpraik ; and his secoflfl i« 
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Te^y to his answer. The verses to the Mouse and 
Mountain Dauy were composed on the occasions 
BseotioDed, and while the author was holding the 
l^ough ; I eoold point out the particular spot where 
tAch was composed. Holding the .plough was a fa- 
vourite situation with Robert for poetic composition, 
and some of his best verses were produced while he 
waa at that exercise. Several of the poems were 
preduced for the purpose of bringing forward some 
fiwourite sentiment of the author. He used to re- 
mack to me, that he could not well conceive a more 
mertifying picture of human life> tlian a jnan seeking 
work. In casting about in his mind how this senti- 
ment might be brought forward, the elegy Mun 'was 
made to mourns was composed. Robert had fre- 
quently remarked to me that he thought there was 
something peculiarly venerable in the phrase, '' Let 
US worship God/* used by a decent, sober head of a 
fiuBily, tncroduciRg family woraliip. To this senti- 
ment of the author the world is indebted for tlie 
Cotters Saturday/ Night, The hint of the plan, and 
title of the poem, were taken from Fergusson's Far* 
mers Ingle. When Robert liad not some pleasure 
in view, in which I was not thought fit-to participate, 
we used fr-equcutly to walk together, when the wea- 
ther was favourable, on the Sunday afternoons (those 
preeious breathing times to the labouring part of the 
community), and enjoyed such Sundays as would 
make -one regret to see their number abridged. It 
was in one of tliese walks, that I first had the plea- 
sure of hearing the author repeat the Cotter's Satur- 
day Night. 1 do not recollect to have read or heard 

q2 



S40 

^-ffiy rhtng hy whitli I was moi-e highly ekelrijlei. 

• fifth Hnd Bixth slansas, and the eigliteenlh, 
|.1fatill«d with peculiar ccsiacy llirough my soul. I 
lilDcniion this to y<iu, that you may see what hit the 

• of unlettered criticism. 1 Bhould be glad to 
[ Iroow, if the enlightentd mind and rctined tadeof 

coc, who liBS borne such honourable teiti- 
Itony to this poem, n^rees with me in the selectiwi. 
crpisson, in his Ifalhtv Fair of Edinburgh, 1 be- 
le, likewise furnished a hiul of the title and plan 
if the Hnlt) Fair. The farcical sceiie the poet there 
|escril)es was often a favourite field of his obsErra- 
[on. and the most of the incidcuts he menticns had 
Ctuully pancd before hia eyes. It is Bcarcely ne- 
l-«!ts«ary to mention, that the Lanteiit was composed 
fcwi that unfortunate ]>asEagc in his niawimonial hiB- 
itiiry, which 1 have mentioned in my letter to Mr* 
Dunlop, laf^er the firat di^lTactioti of his feelinpe had 
a litlle subs-idcd. The Tale of Tiva Dogs was, com- 
pOied after the rcEolution of publishing was aearif 
taken. Robert had had a dog, which becall«d Lmdi, 
: ttMt was a great fnvourite. The dog had been kiUtd 
by the wanton cruelty of Kome person the night be- 
fore my father's deatli. Robert said to Die, that be 
(diould ]il<e to confer such immortality as be couU 
bestow u{ton his old friend /.uolA, and that he hsd ■ 
gre.it mind to introduce soniething into the book, 
under tlic title of Stanzas to the Memory of a quof 
dritped Frientl; but tiiis plan was given iqi for tbe 
Tale as it now stands. Casar was merely the crea- 
ture of the poet's imagination, created for the pur- 
pose of holding chat with his favourite Z.uD(A. Tbc 



fc time Robert heard the spinoet played ^on, wa»- 
Jie house of Dr Lawrie, then minister of the par 
k of lioudoa, now in Glasgow, having given up 

parish in favour of his sou. Dr Lawrie has sc-« 
al daughters: one of them played; the &ther 
i mother led down tiie dance ; th^ rest of the sis- 
U the brotlier, the poet, and tli^ other guests, 
^•d in it. It was a delightful family sceee ' for 

poet, then lately introduced to the; world. . His 
kd'was roused to a poetic enthusiasm, and the 
laas,. p. 151> were lef^. ia the room where he 
)t« ' It was to Dr Lawrie tliat Dr iiJacklock's let- 
was addressed, which my brother, in his letter 
Pr Moore, mentions as the reason of his going 
Edinburgh. 

¥hen my father j^iter/ his little property .near 
9iray-Kirk, the wall of the church-yard had gone 
ruin, and cattle had free liberty or- pasturing icr 

My father, with two or three other neighbours, 
jed in an application to the town-council of 'Ayr^ 
> were superiors of the adjoining, land, for liberty 
'cbuild it, and raised by subscriptioix a sum for 
Losing this ancient cemetry with a wall ; hence 
came to consider it as his burial-place, and we 
ned that reverence for it people generally have 
the burial-place of their ancestors. My. brother 

living in Ellisland, when Captain Grose, on his 
3grinations through Scotland, staid sonae time at 
se-house, in the neighbourhood, with Captain 
)ert Riddel, of Glen-Riddel, a particular friend 
my brother's. The Antiquarian and the poet 
e « Unco pack and thick thegither. Robert re- 

q3 
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foetted of Captain Grose, when he should cmneW 
Ayrshire, that he would make a drawing of AUoway 
Kirk, a» it was the burial-place of his father, and 
where he HmselP had a Bhort claim to- lay down hii 
bones when they should be no longer Bervicciible to 
him ; and added, by way of encouragement, that it 
was tile aecne of many a good story of witches and 
apparitions, of which he knew the Captain was very 
fond. The Captain agreed to the request, provided 
the poet would furnish a witch-Btory, to be printed 
ftlongirithit. Tamo SAnn(er was produced on ihi* 
occasion, and was first published in Groses Anti- 
quities of Scotland. 

The poem it founded on a traititioDul story. The 
loaJing circumstances of a man riding home very 
late from Ayr, in a stormy niglit, hia seeing a li^ht 
in AJIoway-Kirk, his having the curiosity to look in, 
Iiifi seeing a dance of witches, with the devil playing 
ok the bag-pipe to them, the scanty covering <tf odb 
Af the witches, which made him so far forget him- 
aeif, aa to cry JVeel loupen, short lari.'^with ths 
ndancholy catastrophe of the piece ; it is all a trua 
■tory, that can be well atteeted by nuay respectabis 
old people in that neighbourhood. 

' I do not at present recollect any circuABtaneei 
respecting the other poems, that could be at all in- 
teresting ; even some of those I have mentioned, I 
am afraid, may appear trifling enough, but you will 
tmly make use of what appears to you of cosse- 
quence. 

The following Poems in the firtft Edinburgh- edi- 
tion, wve not in that published in Kilinarn,ac)L 
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JIfeaA ami Dr Hornbook; ike Brigs qf Ayr; ihff 
Calf; (the poet had been with Mr Gavin Hamilton 
in the morning, who said jocularly to him when he 
was going to church, in aMnsion to the injunction of 
•ome parents to their children, that he must be sure 
to bring him a note of the sermon at mid*day ; this 
a^li^y^af to the Reverend Gentleman on his text was 
accordingly produced). The Ordination ; The Ad- 
dress to the Unco Guid ; Tam Samson*s Elegy ; A 
Winter Night ; Stanaas on- the same Occasion as the 
preceding Prayer; Verses left at a Reverend FriencTg 
House; The First Psalm; Prayer under the Pressure 
cfxiidlenJt Anguish ; the First Six Verses of the Nine* 
tklh Psahn;^ Verses ta Miss Logan ^ with Beattie's 
Poems f To a Haggis ; Address to Edinburgh ; 
Jckn Barleycorn; When Guilford Guid; Behind 
ffon Hills where Stinchar Jlows; Green grow the 
Rashes; Again rejoicing Naiure sees ; The gloomy 
* Night ; No- Churchman am I, 

If- you have never seen the ftrst edition, it wil?, 

-perhaps, not be >amiss to transcribe the preface, that 

you may see the manner in which the Poet made 

his first awe-struck approach to the bar of publio 

judgment. 

Prtface to the First Edition ofBuRtra^s Poems, pub" 

lished at Kilmarnock. 
<< The following trifles are not the production of 
*^ the Poet, who, with all the advantages of learned 
*^ art, and, perliaps, amid the elegancies and idle- 
** ness of upper life, looks down for a rural theme, 
** with an eye to Theocritus or Virgil. To the au- 

(4* 



344 I 

" thar of Uuii those sntl other celebrated imatu 
*■ tbeir coQntrjinon, arc, at least in ihair original 
** languago, it Jeninlain iliut up and a book iealcd, 
" Unacquainted witli the nect^-ssary requisites for 
" oaiatncnuiiij; Paot by rale, he siagj the scntimenta 
** and tniiincrs, he felt itnd saw in himaelf, and hi* 
" rnstic co mpecrs uround hiin, in his and their na* 
''five language' Though a. rhymer from fab eso* ' 
" liest years, at Ic&st from the earlicat impulses nf 
" ihf builcr pa-sioni, it was not till very lately that 
" the applause, pci'1>ap« tlie partiulity of friendships 
■' awakeited hie vanity so far as to icake him tliidc 
" any thing of his M'orth ihowing ; tind none of tlM 
" following works were composed with a view to tht 
" press. To amuse himself with the litljc creation 
" of hia own fancy, amid the toil and fatigues ofa 
" laborious hfe ; to tran&eribe the various fcelingi, 
*' the loves, the griefs, the hopes, the feurs, in his 
'* own breast ; to find some kind of ceunterpoiae (9 
" the Gtru^glee of a worl^, always an alien scepe, a 
" task uncouth to the poetical mind— ttteae ware Ui 
" motives for courting the muses, and in tb«se be 
" found poetry to be its own reward. 

" Kow that he appears in the public chatMta of 
" an author, lie does it with fear and trembling. So 
" dear is fame*to the rhyming tribe, that even be, 
" an obscure, nameless Bard, shrinks aghast at the 
. " thought of being branded as— ^a impertinent 
"blockhead, obtruding Ins nonsense on the world; 
" and, because he cati make a shift to jingle a few 
" doggerel Scotch rhymes togetlier, looking upen 
« himself as a poet of 00 Buiall conMqueoc* Sot- 
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.'^It 19 an observation of that celebrated poet^ 
^ Shenstone, whose divine elegies do honour to our 
^ language, our nation, and our species, that ' Hu'- 
^ * mility has depressed many a genius to a hermit> 
** * but never raised one to fame f If any critic 
*' catches at the word genius, the autlu>r tells him 
*< once for all, that he certainly looks upon himself 
<< as possest of some poetic abilities, otherwise his 
^ publishing in the manner he has done, would be a 
** manoeuvre below the worst character, which he 
^* hopes his worst enemy will ever give him* But 
^ to the genius of a Ramsay, or the glorious dawn- 
^* ing» of the poor unfortunate Fergusson, he, with 
** equal unaffected sincerity, declares, that, even ia 
** his highest piilse of vanity, he has not the most 
^ distant pretensions. These two justly admired 
** Scotch poets he has often had in his eye. in the 
^ following pieces! ; but rather with a view to kindle 
^* at their flame, than for servile imitation. 

^< Ta his Subscribers the Author returns his most 
*' sincere thanks. Not the mercenaiy bow over a 
<< connter, but the heart-throbbing gratitude of the 
** bard, conscious how much he owes to benevolenoft 
*< and friendship, for gratifying him, if he d^erves 
** it, in that dearest wish of every poetic bbsora-*^ 
^ to be distinguished. He begs bis readers pafti^ 
^ cularly the learned and the polite, who may bb* 
<* nour him with a perusal, that they will make every 
*' allowance for education and circumstances of life ; 
** but if, after a fair, candid, and impartial criticism^ 
" he shall. stand convicted of dulness and nonsense*. 
^ l«t him be done by, as be vould ia thait «Mc 4» 
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','■ liy others—Jet him be cond^inncd, without mexj, 
" to contempt and oblivion," 

I am, dear Sir, 
Y>Hir mo^l obedient humble Servant, 

GILBERT BURNS. -4 
pt CURBIE, tiu-iysot 



Tti this history of the poems which me contained 
in this volume, it may be added, that our author ap- 
pears to have made little alteration in them afler 
their original composition, except in some few in- 
stances where considerable additions have been in* 
troduced. After he had attracted the notice of the 
public by his first edition, various criticisms were 
oSered him on the peculiarities of his style, as well 
fu of his aentiments ; and some of these, which re- 
main among his mtuiuscripis, are by persons of great 
taste and judgment. Some few of these criticianH 
be adopted, but the far greater part he lejeeted ; 
and, though something has by this means been lost 
ia pwnt of delicacy and correctness, yet a deeper 
iispsessiofi is left of the strengtii and originality of 
lua genius. The firmness of our poet's character, 
arising from a just confidence in his own powers, 
may, in part, explain his tenaciousoess o£ hia pecu- 
liar expressions ; but it may be io some degree ac- 
counted for also, by the circumstances under which 
4he poeina wqre composed. Bimu did not, like mes 
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if genius bom under happier auspices, retire, in the 

noment of inspiration, io the silence and solitude of 

lis study, and commit his verses to pi^er as they 

irranged themselves in his mind. Fortune did not 

^rd hitn this indulgence. It was during j the toils 

)f daily labour that his fancy exerted itself; the 

nuse, as he himself informs us, found him at the 

plough. In this situation, it was necessary to fix: 
lis verses on his memory, and it was often many 

lays, nay weeks, after a poem was finished, before^ ^ 
t was written down. During all this time, by fre- 
quent repetition, the association between the thought 
ind the expression was confirmed, and the impar- 
iality of taste with which written language is review-- 
id and retouched after it has faded on the memory, 
:ould not in such instances be exerted. The original 
nanuscripts of many of his poems are preserved, and 
hey differ in nothing material firom the last printed 
idition. Some few variations may be noticed. 

1. In The Authors earnest Cr^and Prayer, after 
he stanza, p. 19, beginning, 

Brskine, a tpunkU Norland BUito, 

here appears, in his book of manuscripts, tbe»foI« 
owing: ,, 

Tlice, Sodger Hugh, my watchman stented. 

If Bardies e'er are represented ; 

I ken if Uiat your sword were wanted 

Ye'd lend your hand ; 
Dut when there's ought to say anent it, 

Ye're at a stand. 
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Wugh, it evidently the present Earl of Bg» 
lintoun, tbea Colonal Montgomery of Coilsfield, 
trad repreBentiDg in parliameDt tlie county oi' Ayi.'> 
Why this waa left out in ' riniiDg does not appe>r< 
Tlie noble earl will not he sorry to see this notice otf 
tum, familiar though it be, by a bard whose geiHuti> 
he admired, and whose fate he lamented. * 

2. In T/ie Addresx to the Deii, llie socoad 
in page 61, ran originelly thus : 






iBRg syne in Edea's happy scene, 

sirappin Adam's dayn were green. 
And Etc was like my bonnie Jean, 
My dearest part, 
A dancin, street, young, handsome quean, 
Wi' guiltless heart. 

3. In The Elegy an poor Mailie, p. 07, the stanza 
beginning, 

SAe 301 naeget o' nuit-Suid tips,. 

was, at first, as follows ^ 

She was nae get o' ranted rams, 

Wi' woo' like goats, and legs like trttu ; 

She waa the flower o' Fairlee lambs, 

A famous breed ; 
IjTow Robin, greetin, cbowa the bams 

O' Mailie dead. 

It were a pity fliat the Fairlee lanibe should lose the 
hoaour once iiUended them. 



4. B«t t&e chief TariatioBS are foutid in the poeiii» 
inCrodaoed, fof the first time^ in the edition in two 
voltimesy amail octavo^ publisbed in 179^2. Of the 
poem wrHUn in, Friar* s^Carse Hermiiagey there are 
geverai editions, and one of these* has nothing ia 
common with the printed poem but the four first 
lines. The poem that is published, which was his 
aecond eflEbrt on the subject, received oonsiderflibte 
alterations in printing. 

Instead of the six lines beginning, 

Safft manU tn» genuine eetknMte, 
in manuscript the following are inserted^ 

Say, the criterion of their fate, 
Th* important query of their state". 
Is not, art thou high or lotv* ? 
Did thy fortune ebb or flow ? 
Wert thou cottager or king ? 
prince or peasant ? — ^no such thing. 

6. The Episile to R. G. Esq. of F. that is, to R. 
Grahanif Esq. of Fintra, also underwent considera* 
ble alterations, as may be collected firotn the volume 
of correspondence.. The style of poetry was new 
to our poet, and, though he was fitted to excel In it, 
it cost him more trouble than his Scottish poetry. 
On the contrary, Tarn o* Shanier seems to have is« 
sued perfect from the author's brain. The only 
considerable alteration made on reflection^ is the 
omission of four lines, which had been inserted after 
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Hx poem w^ finUhed, at the end of the dreadful 
catalogue of tbc articles found on the " haly table," 
and which appeared in ihc first edition of the poem, 
printed ecparutely. They came allec the BixteeailL 
line, page 239. 

SVhkh tvcit ta naum vould tic ualav/a'. 

Odd arc as follows. 

Three lawyers' tongues turn'd inside out, 
Wi' lies seam'd like a beggar's clout, 
And priests' hearts, rotten, black as muck, 
Lay, £tinlcing vile, in every neuk. 

Thcxe lines nhich independent of other objectionji 
interrupt and destroy tlie emotions of terror which 
the preceding description had excited, were very 
properly left out of the printed collection, by the 
advice of Mr Eraser Tytler ; to which Burns eeema 
to have paid much deference.* 

6. The Address to the Shade §/" Thomson, page 
243, began in the first manuscript copy in the fol' 
lowing manner : 

While cold-eyed Spring, a vir^n coy. 
Unfolds her verdant mantle sweet ; 

* These T.ar line) have been inadverlently replaced in ibc 
topy of Tarn o' S/ianter, publiBhed in the first, volume of the 
" Poetrf , Original and Selected," uf Bnah aod Reid, of Glu> 
gow ; and to this circumstance is owing theii being noticed 
bere. As our poet deliberately rejected them, it is hoped Ui* 
iMAilun!p(iatet.«il^inaa\Xb«i». - 
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Qr pi*anks die sod in frolic joy, 

A carpet for her youthful feet : 
While Summer, with a matron's grace, 

Walks stately in the cooling shade ; 
And, oft delighted, loves to trace 

The progress of the spiky blade : 
While Autumn, benefactor kind. 

With age's hoary honours clad, 
Surveys with self-approving mind. 

Each creature on his bounty fed, &c* 

the alteration in the printed poem, it may be 
stioned whether the poetry is much improved ; 
poet however has found means to introduce the 
de» of Dryburgh, the residence of the Earl of 
chan, at whose request these verses were written. 

rhese observations might be extended, but what 
already offered will satisfy curiosity, and there 
lothing of any importance that could be added 
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.nd ^ have always the guttural sound. The sound oT 
^lish diphthong oo, if commonly spelled ou* The Frencik 
md which often occuis in the Scotch language* is nnask* 
The a in genuine Scottish wordr, except whes 
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g a diphthong, or followed by^an e mute after a single 
ant, sounds generally like the broad English a in vmiL 
t>tch diphthong ae» always, and ea, very often, sound 
i French e masculine. TheScottish dii^thong qf sounds 
e Latin H. 



Away,1doofl' 

At a shy distance. 
Above, up. 

Abroad, in sight. 

In breadth. 



!. 



Af^ft unpreme- 



Before. 
u 

Dften. 
Off the right line, 

» 

Perhaps, 
trn. 
wn, 

Ji oath« 
its. 

\.n old horse^ 
I hot cinder. 
Alas ! ' 

Alone. 

Awkward. 

Almost. 

Among, 
id, if. 
>nce. 



Ane. One, and* 

Anent Over against. 

Anither. Another. 

Ase. Ashes. 

Asteer. Abroad, stirring. 

Aught. Possession ; a8» In a*' 

mjr aughtt in all my. posses* 

eion. 
Auld. ' Old. 
Auldfarran, or auld-furant. 

Sagacious, cunning, prudept. 
Ava. At all. 
Awa*. Away. 
AwfU*. Awfiil. 
Awn. The beard of barley » 

oatSt Ax. 
Awnie. Bearded. 
Ayont. Beyond. 

B. 
Ba'. Ball. 

Backets. Ash boards. 
Backlins. Comio*, coming 

back, returning. 
Bad. Did bid. 
Baide. Endured, did stay. 
Baggie. The belly. 
Bainie. Having large bones^ 

8tQUt« 
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^^H 


556 ^^^^H 


Birini. A child. 


Bi£z. AlwaCte, tobnzn 


Bairalimc. A faroily of chil- 


Dlostic. A dirivell-d dwarf, i 


dren, a brood. 




Bailh. Bath. 


Blasttr. Blasted. 


Ban. To iwear. 


Blnte. BuKhful, sliccpish. 


Bine. Bjneu 


Blather. Bladder. 


Banjr. To beat, to Birive. 


Blaud. \ flat piece of Uif 




thingv ta rfap. 


Barest. B««f<»ted. 


Bl»w. foblo*, tobomt 




Bleozing Blazinxr 


Bitch. A crew, B gang. 


BIcllam. Idle talking fdlow 


Bltt9. Boll!. 


Blether. To talk idly, ana. 


Bandrofu. A eat. 




Ba'ild. BoU. 


Blelh'rin. Talking idly. 


Biws'ot. Having a whUs 


Blink. Aliltfe whae.a«BilI- 


atti|>e down ibe face. 


ing look, to look kindly, tf 


Be. Toleibe.lOBivtovM, W 


sbine by iita. 






Bear. Birley. 


Blinkin- Smirking. j 




BlBw-gown. Oneoftfio«lNgT 


Bwt. To add fud to Br^ 


gOTd who get annually « 


Rriyv*. B). and by. 


, fhe kingVblrth-day a b% 
; claak.oigova.nitr>abad^ 


Ben. taio IHe spcitoe bt plir- 


lour. 


' Bluid. Blood. 


BMlomond. Andledmoanlain 


'Blvpc. A'alired. alaraepieca 


in Dimibaitafishira. 


nJek. Tovoinit,lo6UibinIi:r. 


Bcllmnliii. Grace after meat, 


millEnllT- 


Beuk. A book. 


Doiked. Gushed, vomited. , 


Bfetcr. A kind of wooduTi 


BoJlc A small old coin. 


dish, a sborl race. 


Bonnie, oc bonny. Uandiciiae, 


Bie, or Bitid- Shdler. 


beautiful. 


Biog. Weallby, plciiUrul. 


Bonnoek. A kind of thick eale- 


Big. To build. 


of bread, n small jannsck 


Biggin. BnUd!.ig, a house. 


or loaf made of oalinesi. 


Bi^it. Built. 


BoorcL A board. 


Bill. A bull. 


Bore. A bole in the wall. 


Billie. A brother, a young fel- 


Boorlree. The shrnb elder ; 


low. 


planted much of old lo 


Bing. A heap of grain, pola^ 


hedges of barn-yards, 4c. 


toes. Ac. 


-JlonsL Behoved, must needb 


B«k Bireh. 


Botch. An angry tumour. 


Birkie. A clever fcUow. 


Bousing. Drinking. 


Birring. The nolee of par- 


Bow-kail. Cabbage. 


tridges, ice. when I hey 


BoKt. BendEd, crooked. 


spring. 


Brae. A declidty, a pred- 


tit. Criji*, nick ot Um;. 


^nvv•;,^^^s slope of ft hill. 



mnomkMLU. 
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BzAchens. . Venn. 

Braid. Broad. 

Bmik. A kind of barrow. 

Bralsge. To run raahlj -Ibr- 

waid. 
Braing't. Reeled forward. 
Brak. Broke, xnade insolront 
Brankiu A kind of wooden 

curb for borses. 
Brash. A sadden fllness. 
Brats. Coarse clothes, rags, 

Brattle. ^ short race, harry. 

Braw. Fine, handsome. 

Brawlyt, or Brawlie. Very 
w^, finely, heartily. 

Braxie. A morbid sheept. 

Breastie. OiminL of breast. 

BreastiU Did taring up or 
forward. 

Breef. An invulnerable, or ir- 
resistible spell. 

Sireeks. Breeches. 

Brewin. Brewing. 

Szie. Juice, liquid. 

Brig. A bridge. 

firnnstane. Brimstone. 

Brisket. The breast, the bo- 
som. 

Brither* A brother. 

Brock. A badger. 

Brogue. A hum, a trick. 

Broo. Broth, liquid, water. 

Broose. Broth, a race at coun- 
try weddings, who shall 
first reach the bridegroom's 
house on returning from 
church. 

Srugh. A burgh. 

Bruilzie. A broil, a combus- 
tion. 

Brunt. Did bum, burnt. 

Brudt. To burst, burst. 

Buchan-buUers. The boiling of 
the sea amon^f the rocks on 
the coast of Buchan. 



Btiok^kiiu Aa inhaWtiwit «l 

Vifgittia* 
Buirdly. Stout made, broad 

bunt. • 
Bum-dock. Ahnmwingbtetk 

that flies in the sumiBar 

evenings. 
Bummin. Uonxning^s bcca* 
Bummle. To blunder. 
Bummler. A blundertr. 
Bunker. A wiodow-scat. 
Buidies. OiminL of birds. 
Bure. Did bear* 
Bum. Water* a rivulet. 
Burnewin. L b» bum the wind, 

a blacksmith. 
Braaie. DiminL of bum. 
Buskit. Dressed. 
Busle. A bustle, to bustle^ 
But, bou Without. 
But an' ben. The country kit 

then and parkmr. 
By himself. Lunatic, dis- 
tracted. 
Byke. A bee-hive. 
Byre. A cqw<4itable, a shippen. 

15. 

Ca*. Tocall, to name, to drive. 
Ca'torcaU Called, driven, 

calved. 
Cadger. A carrier." 
Cadie, or caudie. A persons * 

young, fellow. 
Caff. Chaff. 
Caird. A tinker. 
Cairn. A loose heap of stones. 
Calf-ward. A small enclosure 

for calves. 
Callan. A boy. 
Caller. Fresh, sound. 
Cannie. Gentle, mild,- dex- 
terous. 
Cannilie. Dexterously, gently* 
Cantie or canty. CheerfU!^ 

inerry. 



45S CLoasAXT. | 


XmHp. A eta™, « .pelt. 


Oaw. To >«raUh. ^ 


C«|'-"l»n«. Cope-itone, kej- 


Cleed. To clothe. 


■ton*. 


Cleekit. Hating caught. - 


CJlrwrin. Cheerftilly. 


Clinkin. Jerking, dlnkiw. 


Cnrl. An old miiii. 




Orlin. A rtcnil old woman. 


chHteh bell, 


CdrtM. Carda. 


Clip* Sheara.. 






Cluli uul ked. Chalk and red 




d.y. 


CInak. To hatch, « beetle. 


Cauld. CrM. 


Cloakin. Hatching: 


Ciup. A wood™ drinking 


Cloot. The hoof of ■ eo*. 


v«,rf. 


•hocp, &c 


ChanlET. Ajisriof alia^fpit. 


Clootie. An old name for tk 


Chap. A per™, a feUow, a 


devD. 


blow. 


Clour. A bnmp or 8welliii| 


ChHUfi. A stroke, a blow. 


after a blow. 


CheckiL Checked. 


Coaxln. U'heedUtig. 


Ckccp. A chirp, to chirp. 


Coble. A fishing boat. 


ChielorchwL A joungfdlow. 


Coft. Bought. 


Cbinila, or cliinilie. A fire- 


Cog. A wooden di«h. 


gralu, fire-place. 


Coggie. Diroin. ofcog. 




CoilA. From Kyle, adijlrid 


Chittering^ Shiveiog, Uem- 


of AyrBhire, iio called, saiKi 


bling. 


tradition, from Coil, or Co- 


Cbakin. Choking. 


ilus. B Piclish monarch. 


Chov/. To chew; eherk for 


Collie. A general, and foiw 


chme, side b; Hide. 




Chuffie. Fat faced. 




Clsohati. AamullviUagcaboul 




a church, a han'let. 


Cood. The cud. 


Clai»e, or flat*. CJothes. 


Coof. A blockhead, a rinnr. 


Claith. Cloth. 


Cookit. Appeared and diaap- 


Clailhinp. Clothing. 


pearcd hy fits. 


aaivere. NonwnH.notspaak- 


Coost. Did part. 


ingsenae. 


C*)OU The ancle or foot. 


Clap. Clapper of. n.i!L 


Cootie, Awoodcntilchendi^: 


ClarkiL Wtrto. 


oUn lli.-aic Jintlt vheir Itgi 


QnBh. An Idle tole, the slory 


are dad villi Jtalhcri art 


of the day. 


aid to be coDlie. 


Clatter. To tell liwle idle «lo- 


CiirNes. A spocies of Ihe otoii-. 


rias, an idle rtorj. 


Core. Corpc, party, clan. 


riaught. Snulched at, laid 


Crirn't. Fed with oala. 


hnld of. 


Ceiter. The inhahitanl of a 


Ciaut. To clean, to serape. 


nilJ,oiHe, w cottage. 


CtiKtsi. Seized. 


Cuutliic Kifid, luving. 
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9€f9€» ' A dPM* * 

Gowe. To terr|iy» to keep un- 
der, to lop I ' « Mght, a 
" bnikcb of Aitm, broom, Ac 
Cowp. To barter, to tomble 

over, a gang. 
Cowpit. Tumbled. 
CowriHi Cowering. 
Cowte. A colt. 
Cosie. Song. 
Cozfly. Snugly. 
Crabbit Crabbed, fretluL 
Crack. Conversation, to con- 



Cnekin, Conversing. 

Ciaft, or croft. A field near a 
house, in oid-husbandry. 

Craiks. Cries or calls inces- 
santly, a UnL 

Cmoibo-clink, or crambo- 
jingle. Rhymes, doggerel 



Crank. The noise of an un- 

greased wheeL 
Crwikoue. Fretfiil, captious. 
Cranreuch. The hoar ftrost. 
Crap. A crop, to crop. 
Craw. A crow of a cock, a 

rook. 
XVceL A basket; to have one* j 

wiU in a creei, to be craz*d, 

to be fascinated. 
-Creeshie. Greasy. 
•Crood, or croud. To coo as a 

dove. 
Croon. Ahollow and continued 

moan ; to make • noise like 

the continued roar of a bull ; 

to bum a tune. 
Crooning. Humming. 
Crouchie. Crook-backed. 
Crouse. Cheerful, courageous. 
Crously. CheerfaUy, courage- 

ou«<ly. 
Crowdic. A composition of 

oatmeal and boiled vrater, 



suuitLuioi noB th^ braft 

of beef, mutton, Ac* 
Crowdie-time. BreakfiMt- 

time. 
Crowlin. Crawling. 
Crummock. A tow with 

crooked horns. 
Crump. Hard and brittle, sp§-> 

ken qfhread, 
Crunt. A blow on the head 

with a cudgel. 
Cuifl A blockhead, a ninny. 
Cummock. Avhortstaffwitha 

crooked head. 
Curchie. A courtesy. 
Curler. A player at a game on 

the ice, practised in Scot- 
land, called curling. 
Curlie. Curled, whosehairfalls 

naturally in ringlets. 
Curling. A well known game 

on ice. 
Curmurring. Murmuring, a 

slight rumbling noise. 
Curpin. The crupper. 
Cvishat. The dove, or wood- 
pigeon. 
Cutty. Short, a spoon broken 

in the middle. 

D. 

Daddie. a father. 

Daffin. Merriment, fiM^ish- 
ness. 

Daft Merry, giddy, foolish. 

Daimen. Rue, now and then, 
daimen icker, an ear of corn 
now and then. 

Dainty. Pleasant, good-hu- 
moured, agreeable. 

Dales. Plains, valleys. 

Darklins. Darkling. 

Daud. To thrash, to abuse. 

Daur. To dare. 

Daurt. Dared. 

Dawd. A large piece* 



4«arg,or draidc. A doj'n la- 
4)uull nr Dnutcl. Fondled, 

DcaricK. Dimili. of dean. 
■l>earlhfii'. Dear. 

Oeave. To deafen. 

llei1-niB-cai«. Nomalter! for 

nil thai I 
DeleeHl. Dclirinut. 
Descrive. To dMCrfbe. 
Dit[ht. Towlpc, to (.'lean corn 

from rhaff. 
Digfat. Clrnncil from chiiT. 
Dinna. Do nut. 
Ding. To worst, to push. 
DirL A KligM ii«nnilous 

Wrolie or i«ln. 
Dixien, or dli'n. A doien. 
Doiled. Qtuifified, bahetAted. 
Dull. StupiflEd, Craied. 
Doniie. Unlucky. 
Donl. Sorrow i le ting 4ooi, 

Don;. Saiwj. nioe. 

Donee, nrdoaiw. Sober, wise, 

pnidenl. 
DounOT- Soberlv. prudently, 
Dought. Ww: or were able. 
Donre. Stout, duralile, stub- 

bnrn. sullen. 



Dowie. Worn wilh grief, ft- 

tigue. tit- bair ulcep. 
Downa. Am or ure not nblc, 

Drap. A drop, to drop. 
"Dripping. Drnpping. 
Drccp. To ooze, lo drop. 
Dreigh. Tedious, long about 

Dribble. Drizzling, slayer. 
Drift. A drove 
Draddttin. Tbe brvech. 



Druup. Rumplit, ibat dtoi^ 

Hi ibe orafper. 
Droulh. Thimt. diDUshl. 
Dtuciicn. Xlninkfii, 
Iliuillly, Muddy. 
Dfaimnock. Meal and vctir 

Drunl. Pat, sour humour. 
Dub. A sm^ill pood. 
Duds. Rags. clMbes. 
Duddie. Ragged. 
Dung. Worsted, pusbsd, drJ. 



E'e. The ejB. 
E'en. The vjea. 

E-eiien. Evening. 

Eeeie. Frighted, dreadingipi- 

Eild. Old agt. 
ElboEk. The elbow. 
EUdritch. Ghastly , friKhlful. 
En'. End. 

ENBBroB. EniNurEHB. 
Eneugh. Enough. 
Enpecial, Especially. 
Ettle. To trv, attempu 
E}-den^ DiUgent. 

F. 



Kaen-,, Foam. 
Failfet. Unknown. 
F'uirin. A Ibiriu, a preumt. 
Fniloiv. Fellow. 
Fniid. Did find. 
Farl, A cake of bread. 
Fash. Trouble, care, to two- 



ble, tc 
Faebt. TrenUed. 
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in. FaBt«n*8 Even. 
A fold, to fold. 

FUditig* 
'mlt. 

Decent, Memly. 
. fidd, smooth. 
FrigbtftiL 
Ff^tcd. ' 
Im-U tpniee. 
To fight. 

Fighting, 
ffany, plenty. 

liirge, brawnyt 

Puny, weak, silly. 

I?* 

eud, enmity. 

een, biting; the flesh 
Uat^y under the skin, 
. pretty level, on the 

• top of a hill. 

To live comfortably. 
p ferley. To wonder ; 
ider, a term of con- 
To pull by fits. 
Pulled intermittently. 
To fidget. 
Fiend, a petty oath, 
>und, healthy ; a bro- 
i friend, 
foot. 

To make a rustling 
to fidget, to bustle. 
I. The nearer horse of 
Indmost pair in the 

• make a hissing noise, 
rmentation. 

Flannel. 
To supplicate in a fiat- 
manner. 

Supplicating. 
A iicece* 

kick, a random blow. 
I. Flattering. I 



Flether. To decoy by fkir 
words. 

Fley. To scare, to fHghten. 

Flichter. To flutter, as young 
neitHngtf wften their dam cp- 
jfroachei. 

Flinders. Shreds, broken 
pieces. 

Flingin-tree. A piece of tim- 
ber hung by way of partition 
between two horses in a sta- 
ble, a fiail. 

Flisk. To fret at the yoke. 

FliskiU Fretted. 

Flitter. To vibrate like the 
wings of small bfaxls. 

Flittering. Fluttering, vibrat- 
ing. 

Flunky. A servant in livery. 

Foord. A ford. 

Forbears. Foi^fkthers. 

Forbye. Besides. 

Forfaim. Distressed, w<»n 
out, jaded* 

Forfoughten. Fatigued. 

Forgather. To meet, to en- 
counter with. 

Forgie. To fozgive. 

Foijeskit. Jaded with ^• 
tigue. 

Foa*. Full, drunk. 

Fottghten. Troubled, harassed. 

Fouth. Plenty, enough, or 
more than enough. 

Fow. A bushel, &c. also a 
pitch-fork. 

Frae. From. 

Fraeth. Froth. 

Frien*. Friend. 

Fu*. FuD. 

Fud. The scut, or tail of the 
hare, coney, &c. 

Fufr. To blow intermittently. 

Fuff 't. Did blow. 

Funnie. Full of merriment. 

Fur. A furrow. 



III. 



JL 



h. - „. 


ARY. 


iurm. A torn, a Ui^ch. 


G..Z. A periwig. 


Pyiic- Trifling cares t lo pitl- 


Glaifcit. Inattentive, fooiidi. 


■ die, ta be in a tats about 


Glaive. A aword. 


L IiiHcK. 


Gawky. Hair-wilted, fooliib, 


■jrlc Tosiul, todirtj. 


romping. 


Pyi't. Soiled, dirtied. 


Glaizie. Glittering, amortli 


k 


like a glass. 


' G. 


Gleg. Sborp, ready. 


tM. The mouth, tn apeak 


Gley. A Iquinf, 10 Fliulnl; 


rboMly^ or pertly. 
Cae. Ta ro f g<ud, went; 


a-gkii. off <it a side, wiuof 


Glib-gabbct. That tytata 


ffocB or i'fliw, gone i ffaui, 


smoothly and readily. 


going. 


Glinl. To peep. 


Gut, or giite. 'Way, munner, 


Glint<^d. Peeped. 


. rooiL 


Glinl in. Peeping. 


0«rg. To EO, to wfllli. 


Glonmin. The twilight. 




Glowr. To Btaro, lo look,* 


6tl'l- Forced to. 




bwten. A cuter. 


Glowred. Looked, Hated. 


Ptah. WI»e, sugacioui, laUiB- 


Gowan. The fluwerofthedu- 


live, to oonvcrje. 






&c 


"C-Ucy. Jolly. 1«r^. 


Gowd. Gold. 


Gear. BirhEB, gnodt of any 


Gowff. ThegameofgoKilo 


kind.*. 


strike 01 tteSofiiwffeWl 


Geek. To toss the head in 


a<eol/. 




GoHff'd. Slnick. 


Ged. A pike. 


Gowk. A cuckoo, a term of 


GentleH. Great folks. 


eonlempl. 


Geordie. A guinea. 


Go«l. To howl. 


Get. A Pliilil, a youngune. 


Crane, or grain. A groan, H 


GtuiiU. A i^oBt. 


gmun. 


Gie, To give ; gicd, gave ; 


Goiin'd. Groaned. 


eiai, giren. 


Graining. Grouning. 


fiiitie. Dimin. of pft. 


Graip. A pronged Inttramenl 


Gillie. Dimin. of gUl. 


for clcHuing Btablea. 


Gilpey. AhBlfgro«n.hidrin. 




formed boy or ffirt, aromp- 




ing lad, a hnyden. 




Giitimcr. An ewe from one to 


Grape- To grope. 


ttm yea™ old. 


Grajiit. Gropod. 


Gin. If, againrt. 


Grent. Intimate, familial. 


Cipsey. A jounu girl. 


Grce. To agree, la Icbt Iht 


Girn. To grin, to Iwiat the 


gree, to be decidedly victor. 


ffealures in rage, agony, &c. 


Gree'l, Agreed. 


Glrning. Grinning. 


Greet. To «heJ tears, (Btra^ 
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Gteetin. Crying, weeping. 

Gkippet, Catched, seized. 

Groat, to get the •wkittie of one* » 
groat. To play a losing 
game. 

Groosome. Loathsomely ^grim. 

Grozct. Gooseberry. 

Grramph. A grunt, to grunt. 

Gnimphie. A sow. 

Grun*. Ground. 

Grunstane. A grindstone. 

Gruntle. The phiz, a grunt- 
ing noise. 

Gruahie. Thick, ^ thriving, 
growth. 

GUDE. The SUPREME OE- 

TNO ; good. 

Guid-morntn. Good-morrow. 

Guid-e*en. Good evening. 

Guidman and guidwife. The 
master and mistress of the 
house; young guidiriany a 
man newly married. 

GuUy, or guUie. A large knife. 

Guidfather, guidmother. Fa- 
ther-in-law, and mother-in- 
law. 

Oumlie. muddy. 

Qusty. Tasteful. 

H. 
Ha'. Hall. 
Ha* bible. The great bible that 

lies. in the hall. 
Hae. To have. 
Haen. Had, the jfarticiple* 
Haet, ,ficnt haet, A petty oath 

of negation, nothing. 
Haffet. The temple, the side 

of the head. 
Hafflins. Nearly half, partly. 
Hag. A scar or giUf in mosses 

and moors. 
Haggis. A kind of pudding 

boiled in the stomach of a 

«ow or sheep. 



Hain. To spare, to sa\'e. 

Huin*d. Spared. 

Hairst. Harvest. 

Hdith. A petty oath. 

Haivers. Nonsense, speaking, 
without thought. 

Hal* or Imld. An abiding 
plRce. 

Hale. Whole, tight, healthy. 

Hame< Home. 

Ilallan. A particular parti- 
tion-wall in a cottage, or 
more properly a seat of turf 
at the outsiile. 

Hallowmas. Hallow-cve, the- 
31st of October. 

Hamely. Homely, affable. 

Han* or haun*. Hand. 

Hap.. An outer garment, 
mantle, plaid, &c. to wrap,, 
to cover, to hap^ 

Happer. Hopper* 

Happing. Hopping. 

Hap step an* loup. Hop skip 
and leap. 

Harkit. Hearkened. 

Harn. Very coarse linen. 

Hash. A fellow that neither 
knows how to dreis nor act 
with propriety. 

Hastit. Hastened. 

Haud. To hold. 

Haughs. Low-lying, rich 
lands, valleys. 

Haurl. To drag, to peel. 

Haurlin. Peeling. 

Haverel. A half.witted per- 
son, half-witted. 

Havins. Good manners, de- 
corum, good sense. 

Hawkie. A covf^ properly one 
with a white face, 

Heapit. Heaped. 

Healsomc. Healthful, whole- 
some. 
Hearse. Hoarse. 



k2 



S$i GLO! 

llcar'l. Hear it. 

Uealher. Ileach. 

Ileeh ! Oh ! Btrange. 

llechi. PrcMjiitad to furftel 
something thai u to be )[t)I 
orginco; rotetoldi Ibe thing 

Ilecu. To elevate, to tt.if^ 
llclm. Tlie >uiid>:r at helm. 
Ilisid. * To leottaAojkH, one 

wbu t«nd> tucki. 
Henia. A hurbng. 
Haiy. To piander, n>"it pre. 

ptrlti (.■ jiluiuiirr bifii atili, 
Ili-rijuicnl. nuitfiriiig. do- 



llv." 



Herself, al 



lerdnf 



Hut. Uul. 

Hcuf-Ii A cnts. a cfiBl-pit. 

llilch. A hobble, to Uajt. 

llilcbin. Haiti ni{. 

HimaeL liimMlf. 

Hing. Tu hang. 

llvp\B. To wnlh ctazily. l 



Hii. 



iianj 






HisLie. Dij, chapt, barren. 
Hitcht. A loop. « luiot. 
Hizzic. Huu}. a younK girl. 
Hoddin. The motion of BWge 
countrf iTiBn tiding on a cart. 

Hog-score. Aklnd uf diatance 
lino, in culling, drawn accou 
the risA. 

Hog-sbouther. A tin4 of 
horse-play, by jiwlling with 
the aboulder ; to ju»tte. 

Haol. Outer sLin or case, a 
nut-ahcU, pease tttade, 

Hoolie. Slowly, leiBorelj. 

Iloolie. Take leisure, atop. 

Hoord. A hoard J w hoard. 

Umnlet, Ilgard«4. 



Horn. A ^uon inade of boTn. 
Hoi-nie. Oiie of the mBn] 

names of the dcviL 
Hon, or bamt. To coo^ 
Hostiii. Coughing. 
Holeh'd. Turned Inp^-lurvT, 

blended, mixed. 
HoHglimagandie. Forniatioa. 



Hou 



Dim 



\. of hi 



Ildv'd. Heaved, ivellcd. 

«n'dic. A midwife, 
vce. lUfaw, a boUoH- U 

dell. * 
Uu^'ebiu-kil. SunkislhekKL, 

tpiihcri of a horic, &c. 
Howk. To dig. 
Howkit Di^wl. 
Haw kin. Digglnif. 
Hoy. To lugc 
Uoy't. Urged. 
iloyBc To pull upwudit. 
Hoyte. To aoiblB. croiiJy, 
Hu^oc Uimiik of Hugh. 
Hurcheon. A hedgehog. 
Hiirdief. The loins, the cruji- 



Icker. An ear of corn. -' 

lei-oe. A gTeat.graud.<hil4, 
Ilk, or Ilka. Each, every, 
lll-willie. Ill -natared, malici- 
ous, niggajdly. 
Ingine. Genius, ingenaity. 
Ingle. Fire, fire-pjacc. 
Vne. I shaUor will. 
Rher. Other, one anatlur. 

J. 



Jauk. To dallyj to triffl*. 
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trifling, dallying, 
k jerk of water ; to 
• agitated water. 
3ar8e raillery, to pour 
shut, to jerk as water, 
i jilt, a giddy girL 
To jump, slender in 
ist, handsome. 
Vo dodge, to tu^-n a 
, a sudden turning, a 



That turns quickly 
iprightly gkl, a wag. 
Dodging, 
jerk. « 

A kind of knife. 
ht stoop, to bow the 



jow. A verb which 
is both the swinging 
I and pealing sound of 
shell. 
To justle. 

K. 

. daw. 

!)olewort, a kind of 

« The stem of cole- 
owls, &c. paid as rent 
irmer. 

A cheese. 
V. peep, to peep. 

A sort of mischie- 

pirits, said to haunt 

ind ferries at night, 

Uy in storms. 

know, kend, or ken% 

A small matter, 
atted, hairy, a flesce 
I. 

Carking, anxiety, 
truss up the clothes, 
indred* 



."' 



Kimmcr. A young girl, a gos' 
sip. 

Kin*. Kind. 

Ki[^*s-hood* A certain part 
of the entrails of an ox, &c 

Kintra. Country. 

Kit% The harvest supper, a 
churn. 

Kirsen. To christen or bap- 
tize. / 

Kist. Chest, a shop counter. 

Kitchen. Any thing that eats 
with bread, to serve for 
soup, graxy» &c. 

Kittle. To tklUe, ticklish. 

Kittiin. A young cat. 

Kiuttle. To cuddle. 

KiuttUn. Cuddling. 

Knaggie. Like knags, or 
points of rocks. 

Knappin-hammcr. A ham- 
mer for breaking stones. 

Knowe. A small round hillock. 

Kye. Cows. 

Kyle. A district in Ayrshire. 

Kyte. The belly.: 

Kythe. To discov«rj to shew 
one*s selfl \ 



h 
Laddie. Dimin. of lad. 
Laggen. The angle between 

the side and bottom of u 

wooden dish. 
Laigh. Low. 

Lairing. Wading, and sinking 
• in snow, mud, &p. 
Laith. Loath. 
Laithfii*. Baahfhl, sheepish. 
Lallans. Scottish dialect. 
Lambie. Dimin. of lamb. 
Limpit. A kind of shell -fislu 
Lan\ Land, estate. 
Lane. Lone, mt/ lane,tfii/ lane, 

&c. myself alone. 
Lanelyw Lonely* 



& 3 



t^fk 


Ime. l-iMnfcrAi«kb.^f.to 


Lug^t Having a huiale. 


long. M *auy. 


Lnggia A tmall wooden di>h 


|j>l>. Dkl luK|i. 


Kith ■ ksndle. 


Lbyo. The rui, ihc mniin- 


Lum. Thcdilmncy. 


der. the olbun. 


LHiKh. A large piece ct 


L«vercK:li. Tht bu-k. 


cli*iae, flnh, Ac. 


Lawlin. I.owtimd. , 


Lunt. A culnnin ot smoke; , 


LcaV. TolMie. 




Lcsl. I^al. int, Aulliful. 


LunUn. Bmoking. 


Leat.jTouuMi.. Lar«. Icaining. 


Lyott. Of a mixed coluui. 


Lee-tong. Lht-U^ng. 


st'y- 


Lceieme. A phnue of eoogrii- 




tulalory eniifarnicnt ; I «n "" ^81. 


happy in thef, or ptiiwd of 


Mue. MdC 


Ihoe. 


M.ii-. More. 




WaiM. Most. ahDOEt. 


for Mriklne Irah. 


Midslly. MQ.tlj.. 


I^gb. Did laugh. 


M»k. Toniak^ 


UuJ« A look, h. look. 


Mokin. Mating. 


Lift. Skv. 


MaHic. Molly. 




Mang. Anroiig. 




Manfe. The piirBOMgehou^, 


LUl. A ballad, a tuoe. to 


uhere die roini^ter Uvai. 


Bing. 


ManteeU. Annntie. 


Liwmer. A kept mirttaHi, a 


Matk, marks, l^h and ««- 



Llmii't. Umpi^d. hobbled. 

Link, rftrii. along. 

Link in, /TVipping. 

Linn. A ivaterfBU. 

Liiii. Flax ; Hut i' tht tell, 

§o\ in th« flower. 
Liiit»bite. A linnet. 
Loan. The place of milking. 
Loaf. The palm of the hand, 
r Jjot Did let. 
Loaves. The plural of loaf. 
Loun. A tallow, ragamuffin. 






:quirt 






lnE«e- 



plural. arc in S.-uid; litt tAi 

tcordt thecp, deer, Ihi tawt 

IH iath numieri. 
Mar's jaar. The year ITIS. 
Mashlum, meslin. Miiedeon. 
Mask. Tomaih, uinulf, ^r. 
Miwkin-pnt. A tea-pot. 
Maokin. A bare. 
Maun. Must 
Mavis. The thrush. 
Mflir. To mow. 
Mawin. Mowing. 
Meete. A Mare. 
Melder. Com or grain of any 

kind, sent to the mill to be 

ground. 
Mell. Tomeddle. Alaoamil- 

Ict for pDunding bailey in a 

slonc trough. " > ^ 



•x«oa«AaT. 
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McUncboluKUu MournAiL 

Melvie. To soil with meaU 

Men*. To mendL 

Mense. Good nuttiiiefs, de- 
corum. 

Menseless. Ill-bred, nide» 
ixDpiident. 

Merle. Tbt» blackbirds 

Messin. A unall dog. 

Midden. A donghilL 

Midden-hole. A gutter at the 
bottom of a dunghilL 

Mim. PiioEi* aftbctedly mortr 

, Min*. Mind, membrance. 

Mind*t. Mind it, resolved, 
intending. 

Minnie. Mother, dam. 

Mi9ca\ To abuse, to call 
names. 

Miaca'd. Abused. 

Mislear^d. Mischievous, un- 
mannerly. 

Misteuk. Mistook. 

Mitber. Mother. 

Mixtie-maxtie. Confusedly 
mixed. 

Moistify. To moisten. 

Mony, or monie. Many. 

Moopu To nibble as a sheep. 

Moorlan. Of or belonging to 

' moors. 

Morn . The next day , to-mor- 
row. 

Moo*. The mouth. 

Moudiwort. A mole. 

Mousie. Diraini. of mouse. 

Muckle, or mickle. Great, 
big, much. 

Music. Dimini. of mute, 

Muslin-k^. Broth, composed 
simidy of water, aheUed 
barley, and greens. 

Mutchkin. An Koglish pint. 

Mysd. Mys^ 



N. 

Na*. Koy net, nor. 

Nae. No, not aay. 

Naethii^, or naithing. No- 
thing. 

Naig. A hortOi 

Nane. None^ 

Nappy. Ale, to be tipsy, 

Negleckit. Neglected. 

Neebor, A neighbour. 

Neuk. Nook, 

Niest. Next. 

Nieve. The fist. 

Nievefo*. HaudAil. 

Niiibr. An exchange ; to ex- 
change ) to barter. 

Niger. A negro. 

Nine-tailedpcat. A hangmaaV 
whip. 

Nit. A nut. 

Norland. Of or belonging to 
the North. 

Notic*t. Noticed. 

Nowte. Black cattle. 

a 

0\ Of. 

Ony, or ouie. ^J* 

Or. is often ^fd in ere, 

b^ore. 
O't^ Of it. 

One. Shivering, drooping, 
iwsel, or oursals. Oovielvea. 
rOutlers. Cattle not housed. 
Ower. Over, too. 
Owre-hip. A way of fetching 

a blow with the hammer 

over the ax:m. 

P. 
Pack. Intimate, familiar; 

twelve stone of wooL 
Painch. Paunch* 
Paitrick. A partridge. 
Pang. To cram. 



ronliGb- Oilnual pudding, i 



Powiher, or pouthet. 



thot, rwrdSB j 



wtlUknown Scoicb diih. 


I'rcon. A pin. 


Piu Did i.nt, a pot. 


Prent. Printing. 


pBHie. at imtlc, u {ilough- 


Prie. Tu taste. 


•uff. 


Pri,;-il. Tasted. 


Puuglity. PrtiKd, haughty. 


PHtf. Proof. 


I*«uky. Cunning, sly. 


Prig. To cheapen, I.) diapute. 


fay-l. Paid, boM. 




P«h, Ifl fetch iho htcMh 


Pcinuie. Demure, pr«ei»e. 


■faort, afinaMoinmct. 


Propone. To toy down, !».■ 


PeclwD- The cru]>, ihc itu- 


propjiw. . 


mach. 


Provosefc Provocu. 


PwUn. Peeliax. 






Pyle, apyleififllK, A «a(l« 


*a 


Krain et ctaSS. 


PelUe. Tocheri^, aplough- 




.taff. 


a 


Pbntee. P«ir speeehea, flat- 


QUAT. To qllil^ 


tery, to astttr. 


yuat. To ijUEike. 


Phrai.il.. Klatlery. 


Qucy. A cow from one to taw 


Pickle. A xnall qmintlly. 


years' old. 


Pine. Pain, unea.Jnei>8. 




Pit. Tu put, 


R. 


PiBcad. A poliHc proclama- 


RioWEED. llBrb ragwort. 


tina, to publish publicly. 


tt»ible. To rattle nouaeniK. 


Plack. An old ScoWh coin. 


llair. To roar. 


Ilm 3d iiirt of n Sculdi 


R«i?.c. To madden, to in- 


p<:nny. Igufwhlch inak«»n 




Eng!l.h pamy. . 


llum-feJzlM. Fatigued, over- 


Pliickless. pBnnylcaa, with- 


spread. 


out money. 


Haui-Btuin. Thoutfhtlcaa, for- 


Plalic Dimini, of plate. 




Plew,«» Pleugh. A pluiigh. 


llaploch. Properly a coane 


Pliskie. A tnrk. 


cloth, 6u(t,«J«fo»adi<«» 


Poind, To »eiic on cattle, or 


for coUTK. 


take the goods, m the laws 


Rarely. Eacellently, vetr 


Df ScoUand allow, for rtiit. 


*clL 


Poortith. poverty. 


Raali. A tush, ratli-bull, a 


Pon. To ]iull. 


bush or rushes. 


Punk. Tu pluck. 


Ralton. A ril. 


PoUMie. A hare, or cat. 


Raucle. R.Tsh, stout, fearless., 


Pout. A poult, a chick. 


Ruughl. Reached. 


Pou'l. Did pull. 


lUw. A row. 


Pouluery. Like powder. 


Itai. .Toftreleh.- 


Pow. The head, thaakuU. 


Heani. Cream; to crram. 


Poiriiic, A little hotsc 


HeamUi. Brimful, frothing. 



01.0HABV. 
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Rove* 

To heed. 

Counsel ; to counseL 
at-shod. Walking in 
d over the shoe-top«» 
ud. Stark mad* 
Half drunk, fuddled. 

Smoker 
u Smoking. 
. Smoked, smoky* 

d. Remedy. 

e. Requited. 

To stand restive. 

Stood restive, stunted* 
ered. 
ked. Restricted. 

Reef, plenty. 

X rid^e. 

To run, to melt ; ritwtH, 

ling. 

The course of the stone«, 

m in curling on ic«. 

\ handful of unthreshed 

» 

Made a ooiae like the 
ng of roots. - 
. See A|^ p. 338. 
Stands likewise for the 
d roods, 
A shred. 

To prai39» to ooii^ 
I. 

Round, in the circle 
ighbourbood. 

Uofurse^ a» wiih « 

To roU, tQ wrap. 
Rolled, wrapped. 

To low, to btUow. 

Plenty. 

Lowing. 
Rosin. 
A cudgeL 

The atem of colawort 
>bage. 
I. Wiiakl^d. 



Ruth. A woman's name ; the 
book 80 called ; sorrow* 



Sas. So. 

Saft. Soft. 

Sair. To serve, a sore. 

Sairly, or sairlie. Sore^. 

Sair*t. Served. 

Sark. A shirt. 

Sarkit. Provided in shirts. 

Saugh. The wiUow, 

SauL Soul. 

Saumont. Salmon. 

Saunt. A saint. 

Saut. Salt. 

Saw. To sow. 

Sawin. Sowing. 

Sax. Six. 

Scar. To scare, a scare. 

Scaud. To scald. 

Scauld. To sculd. 

Scaur. Apt to be scared* 

Scawl. A scold. 

Scon. A kind of bread. 

Sconiier. A loathing, to loath. 

Scraich. To scraun, as a Am, 

partridge^ ^c. 
Screed. To tear, a rent. 
Scrieve. To glidtt swiftly 

along. 
Scrieven. Gleesomely, swiftly. 
Scrimp. To aeant. 
Scrimpet. Did scant, scanty. 
See*d. Did see. 
Seizen. Seizing* 
Sd. Self; abodyUsd, one's 

self alone. 
Seirt. Did seU. 
Sen'. To send. 
Seu't. I, he, (|r she sent, or 

did aend, sena it. 
Servan'. Servant. 
Settlin. Settling; to get a set- 
Hn, to be frighted into quic;« 
ness* 



in ■ hollow riace. 


Skde. DidiUde. 


Sheen. Bright, riilning. 


Slap. A gate, a brei 




fence. 




Slav. Slow. 




Slec. Sly ; tlecit, slj 


Sherra-inulr. Sheria'- Moor, 


Sleokit Sleet, sly. 


the finum, battle fiugfa in 


Sliddery. Slii-pery. 


tlu! rebellion, A. U. 1715. 


Slype. To fall over. 


Slieugh. A ditch, b trencb, a 


/,.rroafrom thtflo. 


eluiee. 


Slypet. Fell. 


ShiU. Shrill. 


Soia'. Small. 


Shog. Aahock, apuahoffst 




.>l.e>ide. . 




Shoo'. A. ihovel. 


SiDiddy. A Smithy. 


Hhoon. Shoes. 




Shore. To otftr to threaten. 




Shor'd. Offfered. 


Smoulie. Smutty, 


Shouther. The shoulder. 


ugly. 


Sic. Such. 


Smjtrie. A numeroi 


Slclter. Sure, steady. 


tiooorsmalliDdivl. 


Sidelina. Sidelong, slanting. 


Snaah. Abuse, Billir 


Siller. Silrer, money. 


Snaw. Show, to sno 


Simmer. Summer. 


Snaw-broo. Melted i 


Sio. A Nit. 


Snawie. Snawy. 


Sin'. Since, ' 


Sued. To lop, to cul 


iikitith. To dimage, to in- 


Sneefhin. Snuff. 
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oontttntly, to taeak. 

Snowk. To scent or snuff, as 
a dqgf horse f jfc. 

Snowkit. Scented, snuffed. 

Sonaie. Having sweet engage 
ing looks; lucky, jolly. 

Soom. To swim. 

Sooth. Truth, a petty oath. 

Sowens. A dish made of oat- 
meal soured, &c boileA 
up till they make an agree- 
able pudding. 

Souple. Flexible, swift. 

Souter. A shoemaker. 

Sowp. A spoonfid, a small 
quantity of any thing liquid. 

Sowth. To try over a tune, 
with a low whistle. 

ftowther. Solder, to solder, to 
cement. 

Spae. To prophesy, to divine. 

SpauL A limb. 

Spairge. To dash, to soil, as 
with mire. 

Spaviet. Having the spayin. 

Speat. A sweeping torrent, 
after rain or thaw. 

SpeeL To climb. 

Spence. The country parlour. 

Spier. To ask, to inquire. 

Speir't. Inquired. 

Splatter. A splutter, to splut- 
ter. 

Spleughan. A tobacco-pouch. 

Splore. A Arolic, a noise, riot. 

SpratUe. To scramble. 

Spreckled. Spotted, speckled. 

Spring. A quick air in nausic, 
a Scottish reeL 

Sprit. A tough-rooted plant, 
something like rushes. 

Sprittie. Full of sprits. 

Bpurtle. A stick used in mak- 
ing oatmeal pudding or 
pohidge, a notable Scotch 
di^h. 



Spunk. Fire, mettle, wit. 
Spunkie. Mettlesome, fiery ; 

wtffi^vlip, or igniS'fatuus^ 
Squad. A crew, a party. 
Squatter. To flutter in water, 

as a wUd duck^ ^c, 
Squattle. To sprawL 
Squeel. A scream, a screech, 

to scream. 
Stacher. To stagger. 
Stack. A rick of com, hay, &c 
Staggic. Dimin. of stag. 
Stant*. To stand ; standi, did 

stand. 
Stane. A stone. 
Stank. Did stink ; a pool of 

standing water. 
Stap. Stop. 
Stark. Stout 
Startle. Tomnsui cattle, stun^f 

hy thega^/ly. 
Staumrel. A blockhead, half- 
witted. 
Staw. Did steal, to surfeit. 
Stech. To cram the belly. 
Stechin. Cranmiing. 
Steek. To shut, a stitch. 
Steer. To molest, to stir. 
Steeve. Firm, compacted* 
StelL A still. 
Sten. To rear ns a horse. 
Sten't. Reared. 
Stents. Tribute, dues of any 

kind. 
Stey. Steep; i/eyef/, steepest. 
Stibble. Stubble; sHbble-rig, 

the reaper in harvest who 

takes the lead. 
Stick an* stow. TotaUy, alto- 
gether. 
Stilt. A crutch ; to limp ; to 

halt. 
Stimput. The eight part of 

a Winchester busheL 
Stirk. A cow or bullock a 

year old. 
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Stfjck. A plant or rooi of 
colcTTOrt, cat*«ge, 4c. 

fltwkin*. Stnckingi IJlrowing 
the rtocHa', when the bride 
aod bridegrooin ace put in- 
to bed, «itd Ihe cnndio out, 
tbe CoTtaer throKS a stock- 
tng Kt mnddin amonj; the 
^Tnponf, and the person 
trham il KtiilLes is the nert 
th»t will be mairiBd. 
Stmlied. Made up in sharks, 

Stoor. Sounding hnllow, 
BlTong and hoarse. 

Stonp, or stoWT^ A ktnd of 
jog or (iiah wilh a handle. 

Sloure. DuBt, nare partim- 
krlp Aast \n motlDii. 

glowliiis. Bj stealth. 

Stowen. Stolen. 

Sttack. Did slrilce. 

Btnie. Sithw ; ta dk a fyir 
jtriK Au(%, to die in bed. 

Strailc. Did Btrikc. 

Straikil, Stroked. 

Strappon. Tall and handsome. 

Slraught. Straight. 

Streek. filrelched, to stretch. 

Slriddte. To atrtiddle. 

Hiroan. To spoat, Co piEs. 

Btuddie. An anvil. 

Smint. SpirituouB liquor of 
any kmd ; to walk Btiirdity. 

atalT. Com or palce or any 
kind. 

Sincl. Trouble ; (o molest. 

Slurtin. Frighted. 

Sucker. Sugar. 

Slid. Should. 

Sugb. The continued nuhjng 

Suthron. Souihem, an old 
name for the Kngljsh nation. 



Swsird. Bward. 
SitallM. SweHed. 
Swank. Slateij', jdlir. 
Bitniikie, or Swanket. A ligii 

■trapping young fellow ot 

girl. 
Swap. An eirtnmge, to bo^ 

Swat. Did »WMt, 
waleh. A nmnple. 
Swati. Drink, good ale. 
S.vealen. SweBthtg. 
Sweer. Lazj. Bversc, iai- 

inmr, extmoely averse. 
Swoor. Swore, did swear. 
Stringe. To beat, to nHp. 
Swfrlie. Knaggy, fidl of tm* 
Swirl. A curve, an eddying 

blast, or pool, a knot in 

Swith. Get away. 
Swither, To hesitate in choice, 
an irreidute wavering in 

Syne. Since, ago, then. 



Tae. 



; ififc, 



ng three prongs. 

Tak. To Uke; takin, taking. 

Tangle. A sea weed. 

Tap. The top. 

TapeilK^ HesaUess, foolish. 

Tarrow. To murmur at one's 
allowance. 

Tarrow '(. Mnrmured. 

Tarry-brecka. A Bailor. 

Tauld, or tald. Told. 

Taupie A foolish, thought- 
less young potson. 
lutcd, ortautie. Matted lo- 
gelhet, jprfm of tmr *r 
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Tawie. That allows itself 
peaceably to be handled, 
tpdken of a Jione, coi»f jr. 

Teat. A small quantity. 

Ten-hours-bite. A slight feed 
to the horses while in the 
yoke in the forenoon. 

Tent. A field pulpit, heed, 
caution ; to* take he^. 

Tentie. HeedAil, cautious. 

Tentless. Heedless. 

Teugh. Tough. 

Thack. Thatch; thack an* 
rapCf clothing, necessaries. 

Thae. These. 

Thairms. "Small guts, fiddle- 
strings. 

Thankit. Thanked. 

Thegither. Together. 

TheiDsel. Themselves. 

Thick. Intimate, famUiar. 

Thieveless. Cold, dry, spited, 
spoken o/a^fei'son't demean* 
our. 

Thir. These. 

ThirL To thrill. 

Thirled. Thrilled, vibrated. 

Thole. To suflfer, to endure. 

Thowe. A thaw, to thaw. 

Thowless. Slack, lazy. 

Thrang. Throng, a crowd. 

Thrapple. Throat, wind-pipe. 

Thraw. To sprain, to twist, 
to contradict. 

Thrawin. Twisting, &c. 

Thrawn. Sprained, twisted, 
contradicted, contradiction. 

Threap. To maintain by dint 
of assertion. 

Threshin. Thrashing.. 

Threteen. Thirteen. 

Thristle. Thistle. 

Through. To go on with, to 
make out. 

Throuther. Pell-mell, confu- 
- sedly. 

VOL0 IIU 



Thud. To make a loud inter- 
mittent noises' 
Thumpit. Thumped. 
ThyseL Thyself. 
Till't. To it. 
Tinmier. Timber. 
Tine. To lose, nnU iMt. 
Tinklen A tinker. ^ 
Tip. A ram. . 
Tippence. Twougeii^. 
Tirl. To make afj^t noise, 

to uncover. 
Tirlin. Uncovering. 
Tither. The other. 
Tittle. To whisper. 
Tittlin. Whispoing. 
Tocher. Marriage portion. 
Tod. A fox. 
Toddle. To totter like the 

walk ola child. 
ToddUn. Tottering.* 
Toom. Empty. 
Toop. A ram. 
Toun. A hamlet, a farm- 
house. 
Tout. The blast of a horn* 
or trumpet, to blow a horuj 
&c. 
Tow. A rope. 
Towmond. A twelvemonth. 
Towzie. Rough, shaggy. 
Toy. A very old fashion of 

female head-dress. 
Toy te.. To totter like old age. 
,Transmugrify'd. Transmi- 
grated, metamorphosed. 
Trashtrie. Trash. 
Trickle. Full of tricks. 
Trig. Spruce, neat. 
Trimly. Excellently. 
Trow. To believe. 
Ttowth. Truth, a petty oatli. 
Try't. Tried. 

Tug. Raw hide, of which iii 
old times plough traces werr 
frequently made. 



TnUI*. A qiuiinl ; 






Two. Twoi 
Twa-three. A few. 

I ^irad. It would. 

TwclM : IwaUpefKy 
notih, a email (jiisnlitj', a 
penny worth. 
H. B. Om penay BngUth ii 

^ lid. stoich. 

A dog. 



d. UnkuoHti , 
ftiakaitb'd. IFodnmnged, i^ 



Ihe « 
Waifu'. WttUitig. 
Wair. To lay oul, to eiijiend. 
Wale- Choice, to choose. 
Wsl'd. Chrae, chosen. 
Willie. Afoplei larse. joUj i 

alsOMinUrjtclivH'J'diilrcsi, 



Warae. The belly. 
WuBetbu'. AbeUy-fitU, 
Wanchanaic. UDluckf. 
Wanereslfu". lUstlcss. 
Watk. Work. 
Woih-loaie. A tool to wor 

Wade. 01 wstH. World. 
Warlock. A wizoid. 



V. 


bultci:. &c 


yjLP'RlN. Vapouring. 


Wattle. At»ig,awand. 


Vera. Very. 


Wauble. To awing to red. 


Virl. A ring round a column. 


Waukil. Thickened, fl. W- 


&c. 


leri do cloth. 




Waukrife. Not ant to sltep. 


W. 


Waar. Wers. to ■«oral. 


Wa'. Wall; ao'i. walls. 


Waut'l. Worsted. 


Wihattr. A weaver. 


Wean, or weanie. A child. 


Wad. Would, to bet, a bet. 


Wearie. or weary ; many a 


to ptedge. 


weary body. Many a dif- 


Wfldna. Would not. 


ferent person. 


Wae. Woe. sortoivfuL 


Weason. Wcasond. 


WacBUeks! or wttea me! 


Weaving the stockin'. Sie 


Alas ! llie pity 1 


Throwing IheSloekiKg, page 



WeeL Well; msc/ftre, wfl- 

Weet, Rain, wetnesii. 
We'sc. We ahaU. 

Wlia, Who. 
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Whaizle. To whMze. 
WhalfHt. Wbel|ie4^ 
Whang. A |eatb«r» string, a 

pieoe of dMcae, bread, Ac. ; 

to give the afccaiq^ado. 
Whaie. WiMie j wAar»'«r» 

wherever. 
Wheep. To fly nimbly, to 

jerk ; penny^fwheep^ small- 
beer. 
Whase. Whose. 
Whatreck. Nevertheless. 
Whid. The motion of a hare, 

running but not frighted; 

a lie. 
Whidden. Running as a hare 

or coney. 
Whigmeleeries Whims, fan- 
cies, crotchets. 
Whingin. Crying, complain* 

ing, fretting. 
Whirligigums. Useless om»- 

ments, trifling appendages. 
Whissle. A whistle, to whistle. 
Whisht. Silence ; to hold one's 

whisht, to be silent. 
Whisk. To sweep, to lash^ 
Whiskit. Lashed. 
Whitter. A hearty draught 

of liquor. 
Whun-stane. A whinstone. 
Whyles. Whiles, sometimes. 
Wi'. With. 
Wick. To strike a stcme in 

an oblique direction, a term 

in curling. 
Wiel. A small whirlpool. 
Wifie. A dimin. or endearing 

term fir wife. 
Wimple. To meander. 
Wimprt. Meandered. 
Wimplin. Waving, mean- 

disijng. 
Win. To wind, to. wiiwpw. 
Win*t. Winded, ae a bottom 

{jfyiUTim 



Win'. Wind ; wm% winds. 
Winna. WiU not. 
Winnock. A window* 
Winsome Hsarty, vaunyted* 

gay* 

Wintleu A ataggving motion; 
to stagger, to reeU 

Winze. An oath. 

Wiss. To wish. 

Withoutten. Without. 

Wizen'd. Hide-bound, dried, 
shrunk. 

Wonner. A wonder, a con- 
temptuous appellation. 

Woo'. Wool. 

Woo. To court, to make love 
to. 

Woodie. A rope, more pro- 
perly one made of withe or 
wiUows, 

Wooer-bab. The garter knot- 
ted below the knee with a 
couple of loops. 

Wordy. Worthy. 

Worset. Worsted. 

Wrack. To teaze, to vex. 

Wud-mad. Distracted. 

Wumble. A wimble. 

Wraith. A spirit, a ghost; 
an apparition exactly like a 
living person, whose appear- 
ance is said to forcbude the 
person's approaching death. 

Wrang. Wrong, to wrong. 

Wreath. A drifted heap of 
snow. 

Wyliecoat. A flannel vest. 

Wyte. Blame, to blame. 

Y. 

Yc. Thit pronoun is frequent- 
ly used for thou. 

X4m»«* LoDg^mucbf 

XoaiiUngs. Bpcn in.thesaaM» 
year, coevals. 

Year. Is used both for tirt^u-^ 
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Ycrk- TolBsb, lojerk. 
YerltiU Jcckcit. Iflihed. 
YvMrecn. Yetlemight. 
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Yird. Earth. 
Yofcin. Yokia, aboiil. 
Yont. Bejond. 
YouHfl. Yoanelf. 
Yowe, An ewe. 
YowLe. Dirain. of sows. 
Yuli-. Chii^tmiU. 
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